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OUT AND ABOUT, 


He rolled up my shirt sleeves, and made bare an arm no 
thicker than a rolling pin. 

** Not much muscle here,” he said, looking on it scientifi- 
cally ; “ you must be quick, sudden, sharp, if you want to 

win.” 

“ But,” gasped I, with an immediate revulsion of feeling, 
** I don’t like it. What if I should knock his eye out ?” 

“ No fear of that, Ned,” said my friend. Only just try 
it. 2^Jttle fellows like you can’t hurt each other much. You 
have a purpose before you. You must beat or be beaten.” 

The words, to use a school phrase, opened my eyes a little. 
I began to reflect. 

I had no time to do so. The keeper of the ring cried 
“ Time.” The two backers cried “ Time,” as they pushed 
their champions forward ; and two boys jumped to their feet, 
and stood opposite each other. 

My name was Edward Paget, that of my opponent was Job 
Flook.' 

I was small ; Job was large. I was quick, passionate ; I 
believe (but I do not like to speak of my good qualities) 
that I was generous and physically brave. 

Flook had many good qualities, but he was nervous, and 
physically a coward. Therefore, although his size was much 
greater, we were equally matched. 

I fixed my eyes on his ; I saw that they were restless and 
wandering. Neither of us liked to begin the attack, but a 
hurried “ Now, then !” from Flook’s backer made him strike 
out heavily, so much so as to beat do^vn my guard and to hit 
me on my face. In a moment my blood was up. I struck 
straight out from the shoulder with all my force. The blow 
took eflect on the chin of my adversary, and knocked him 
nearly down. He staggered to the knee of his backer, and 
there sat rubbing his chin, and looking very rueful, and my 
backer, radiant with success, patted me on the shoulder, and 
pronounced the blow a scientific One, ** Visit it him,” said 
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he, two or three more limes like that, and he will be done/' 

** I will try/' said I. 

Time," cried the keeper of the ring. 

** Go it, Paget," chirped a dozen voices. 

** Go it, old Flook," said one or two more. 

Wc squared up to each other again, and I had marked 
Flook's chin for anotlicr visitation, when a cry from the boys 
of “ The doctor ! the doctor !" put an end to the fray. 

In an instant wc were all as quiet as church mice. Old 
Flook sat down with his jacket humedly put on, conning an 
Eutropius (which was the wrong way up), and softly passing 
his red hand over his still redder cliin. 

The backers had flo\vn to different desks. One had re- 
sumed an old exercise ; another seemed busily employed in 
looking out the quantities of words in a gradus. The time- 
keeper had clapped his watch in his fob, and had pushed 
the wet sponge into his jacket pocket. Two or three boys, 
who did not ^vish to desert me, stood closely round, whilst I 
rolled down my shirt sleeves and put on my jacket. 

The heavy tread of Dr. Leatherby (his form had been 
seen by our scouts from the window) was heard on the stair, 
and presently his dumpy fat figure waddled into the Latin 
school. 

Every boy, I think, liked Dr. Leatherby, I am sure that 
every one feared him. 

He was severe, but not harsh; a disciplinarian, but kindly. 
He studied the character of his boys, and he did not expect 
nor exact so much from the dull as from the clever. I.azi- 
ness he punished. Dissimulation and want of manliness he 
detested. 

The doctor's round head was carried high ; his chin was 
elevated ; his face, generally red up to the roots of his white 
hair, was rather pale, but there was not the dreaded red spot 
in his cheek which told of anger. On the contrary, there 
was a look of pity and compassion in his eye. We used to 
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fancy, we boys, matclied as we were against a man’s intellect, 
practised and learned in our ways, that Dr. Leatherby pos- 
sessed some process of wizardry or mental divination. He 
appeared to know everything — to guess our most secret 
thoiights—to plunge to the bottom of our innermost ideas. 
Prepared as we were, he seemed to have guessed what our 
business had been. His first w'ords were to ask for me. 

“Where is Paget?” said he. 

I felt my heart, which had been so stout before my oppo- 
nent, sink within me. Into my very boots it seemed to fall, 
and all my bravery I fancied ran out of my fingers’ ends. 

“Yes, sir, here I am,” I cried with as bold a voice as I 
could summon. 

“ Paget,” said the doctor, in a mild fatherly voice, “ I wish 
to speak to you alone. Come into my study, sir, at once.” 

Away I walked with the doctor. 

The fiices of the boys were covered with a blank surprise. 
Many of them were pale. Simmons, the time-keeper, who 
knew everything said, “ I hate that voice of the doctor, it is 
as cold as the hiss of a seipent ; he will expel him.” 

“ Fudge !” exclaimed Jackson, who always contradicted 
him, “ he will only lecture him, and give him two hundred 
and fifty lines of Virgil to wTite out.” 

“ Oh, by jingo !” cried old Flook, jumping up, and showing 
his Eutropius, “fifty lines of this is hard enough for Paget; if 
he has all that of Virgil, all I can say is, that I will help him.” 

“ Bravo, old Flook !” shouted one or two of his friends, 
struck with his generosity. 

“ Flook,” said Jackson, who was the cock of the school, and 
very authoritative, “ P'look is both a fool and a coward. He 
is afraid of Paget giving him a thrashing.” 

Most of the boys, who generally adopt ideas which are put 
before them forcibly, immediately agreed with Jackson, 
Flook himself looked up boldly, and with some indignation 
sparkling in his eye. 
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Jackson,” said he, ‘"you are wrong and you are right. I 
am not much of a fighter, and I think little Paget would have 
thrashed me ; but I am no coward, and I do not ofter to help 
him because I am afraid of him, but because I think I am 
more to blame tlian he to let myself be egged on to fight 
him. If he gets punished, why should not I be punished 
too ?” 

“ Had you not better go and tell the doctor all about it, 
and all about us too?” sneered Jackson, as he took the wet 
sponge out of his pocket, and chucked it in old Flook’s face. 

'riic sneer about Flook^s telling the doctor told with the 
boys. The sponge loo was well aimed and successful, and 
boys as well as mci) like success. They set up a great shout 
at pool old Flook, and left him disconsolate, wiping his face, 
and nibbing his chin, whilst they hurried after the triumphant 
Jackson. 
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CHAPTER II. 
the doctor^s message. 

^ Leatherby, polishing his glasses, 

fjy ray face with rather dimmed eyes, 

“ are you coumgeoiis, my boy ?” 

I was piu/led. \\ hy should he ask whether I had courage? 
was he about to flog me very, very severely? Was he about 
to exjjcl me ? If so, what would my father say ? 

1 hose thoughts ran like lightning through my brain. I 
had prepared myself for a flogging— I now dreaded ex- 
pulsion. '• Doctor,” said I, with a hoarse voice, “I am a 
boy— I can bear a great deal— do not put too much upon 
rae — remember you had a son yourself.” 

1 he doaor dropped his eye-glasses, and sat down in the 
chair. -Heaven pardon you, boy,” he said, “ for recalling 


OUT AND ABOUT. 7 

my loss. I was not about to hurt you. I 3 ceking to 
spare you, and you have wounded me.'* 

A man so harsh and stony as the doctor ' ' ad, at that 
time, I thought, seldom seen. It seemed, then, to me, 
scarcely less than a miracle, that pity should touch him, as 
the wondrous rod touched the rock in the wilderness, and 
made it gush forth. Yes, he was in tears. He had loved, 
that son who had flown from the old home nest, and had 
gone to America, merely there to die. We all knew that, 
but to see him weep for him was only reserved for me. 

1 put my hands on his great rough hand — one lay on his 
knee, and one shaded his eyes, — and begged his pardon. 

“You have some heavy news for me,” said I, “but I had 
been breaking through some school rule, which I thought 
you had discovered and would punish.’^ 

“ * A guilty conscience* — you know the rest, Paget?’* said 
the doctor, w'ith a faint smile. 

“‘Needs no accuser,*** I answered, completing the sen- 
tence. “It docs not, doctor.’* I was silent again. 

“ I will remit the punishment,** returned my schoolmaster, 
“ whatever be the rule. But I will again ask you, are you 
brave — have you presence of mind ?’* He looked at me as 
he said this, as if he would look me through. 

I waited a moment to collect my thoughts. I ran over 
what I knew of my father. 1 had heard from him, and my 
mother being long since dead he was the only being on earth 
whom I loved strongly — that he had enemies — that there 
were those who wished to rob him of his property — that 
there were many wicked men who kept money from him. I 
knew that he always w'as poring over papers. That he had 
a law-suit, and that it kept him poor ; and, indeed, that it 
would be well for our sakes if he won ; and that, if he lost, 
it would be very bad indeed. My mind, at once, called all 
this up. 

“ Has he lost his law-suit ?” said 1, turning pale. 

’ The doctor nodded. 
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1 knew no mure of a law-suit than a boy of eleven years 
could know, but I knew that some great evil, in fact, that 
j) 0 VL“l'y had come suddenly upon my father, and I burst 
into tears. 

Poor father,” cried I, “ how I feel for him ; how hard he 
kas struggled ; how bitterly he will feel this loss ; let me go 
to him, doctor ; send me off this night ; he is no longer rich 
’ enough to keep me here ; let me be by his side and comfort 
him.” 

** He will feel it no more, Paget,” said the schoolmaster 
solemnly ; sj)eaking slowly, and lifting up his eyes as he did 
when he read the prayers in church. 

“ Oh ! but he will,” said I, not noticing the interrup- 
tion ; “bitterly, bitterly he has worked and i)rayed, and 
hoped for this ; he will be mad with disappointment and 
grief.” 

“ No, my lad,” said the doctor, calmly and quietly, “ No. 
Paget, look me in the face.” 

I stopped crying, and did as I was told, arrested by the 
scliool master’s voice. 

“ I believe you have courage — more than I have in this 
matter perhaps. It is well to go through it at once. 1 will 
not keep you longer in suspense, nor torment you any more. 
I told you that your father does not feel this loss. He is 
past that” — 

“He is sick ; he is very, very ill,” I gasped. 

“ Nay,” continued the doctor, “ past that, long past that, 
too ; he will never feel misfortune, or want, or trial more ; he 
is dead.” 

I felt no more. I'licy told me after>vards that I laughed 
out as loudly as ever madman did, and then fell to the floor; 
but fall or not, blow or bruise, crushed limb or cruslicd form, 
I felt nothing, grief had rendered me senseless, and I had 
fainted. 
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CHAPTER III. 

MRS. taw’s story. 

FELT somewhat cold and weak when I recovered from 
ESS my stupor, and I was conscious of being in bed. Dr. 

the village surgeon, of whom we had a wholesome 
dread, was sitting by my side. Mrs. Taw, the matron of the 
school, standing near him with a bason in her hand, and a 
clean cloth, and some skeins of packthread over her shoulders. 
The packthread was indeed round her neck. She was never 
without packthread. She used it to clean our small-tooth 
combs with, to sew our buttons on, to do a thousand little 
offices, and she regarded it as her right hand. 

Presently, gathering up my ideas, as one so stunned might 
do, I stirred my left arm, which I found stiff and weak. I 
felt that it was bandaged also. The truth is. Dr. Barker, 
never so happy as when he had a lancet in his hand, had 
bled me. 

; The curtains were drawn and night had come on, and 
candles were glittering and twinkling on the table, looking 
very strange to my poor eyes, as I well remember. 

“ Can I get up ?” said I. 

“Oh, ah!” grunted Dr. Barker, “likely thing, Mrs. Taw 
patient wants to rise, always the way with young patients, 
always so hasty.” 

Rumour said that Dr. Barker’s old patients were hasty too, 
^nd very glad to get out of his hands, but I had no time to 
recall any such tumours. My loss came back very freshly 
and very strongly to me, and 1 lifted up my voice suddenly, 
and wept aloud. 

“ Can’t bear this,” said old Barker, taking up his cane, and 
going out of the dormitories quietly ; “ patient wdll be all 
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right ill the morning, Taw, his head is quite cool and his 
pulse low, but steady.” 

Away went old creaking Barker, making a great deal more 
noise, as some tip-toe people do, than if he had walked boldly 
out. I continued to cry. Old Mrs. Taw looked at me with 
some scorn, “ Hallo !” she said, “ come, Paget, be a man.” 

“ But I ain’t a man, Mrs. Taw,” said I, with a fresh sob. 

“ No, nor never won’t be,” returned she, “at such a rate.” 

'Phe idea that I possibly might never grow up to be a man, 
ami that I might almost, at once as it were, die and join my 
dear, good hither, was a relief to me, but at the same time 
softened me, and made me weep more. 

Mrs. Taw stood this scene a long time as hard as a rock, 
but at last her old eyes began to brighten and redden, and 
.she knelt down and put her arm, cloth, and skeins, and all, 
round my neck and kissed me. “ Come,” said she, “ be a 
man, then, young one \ cheer up, cheer up ! 

Mrs. Taw took snuff, Scotch snuff, very dry and very pun- 
gent, but if her kisses were not very sweet, her sympathy was. 

“ law, dear, oh, dear old Taw,” said I, “ what shall I do, 
what shall I do ?” 

“What for, my boy, what for?” sniggered and sniffed the 
snuffy old new-friend that I had made. 

“ I have lost my father, my dear, dear father,” said I, 
putting my arms round her neck, and throwing the skein of 
l)ack thread into an alarming state of entanglement. 

“No, you haven’t,” said Taw, with a sob, “he isn’t lost, 
dear, he is only gone before ; you have a Father up above.” 

“ But ’tisn’t here on earth,” aied I, “ I shall never see 
him again.” 

“ Remember wdiat the doctor says in church,” whispered 
Mrs. Taw, patting my head with her rough hand; “you 
won’t be deserted, Teddy, any more than I was. I’m an 
orphan, Master Ted, I am.” 

“ Oh, indeed,” said I, gazing at the stiff old creature as ' 
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she rose, snuflfed the candles, and then snuffed her nose^ 
She was so old, angular, and bony, that I didn’t in the least 
pity her. 

“Yes,” said she, “yes. Master Ted, a real orphan, no 
father, no mother ; but remember it*s a secret, you’re the 
first Fve told.” 

And the first boy she had called by the Christian name, I 
fancied. “ Ah,” she continued, “ it’s a long story, if you 
won’t cry I’ll tell it you.” 

“Do, Taw,” said I, half interested, and forgetting my 
own grief. 

“ Father,” said Mrs. Taw, looking at me,' “ wasn't like 
your father, but he was quite as good'; he was very poor, 
and u^cd to work at woodcutting. lie used to buy bits of 
land, woodland as wanted grubbing and clearing, and then 
would go and cut down the trees, or if they was cut down, 
would grub up the roots and sell 'em for firewood. Do all 
he could he could not earn much, because he worked by 
himself.” 

“ Why did he work by himself?” 

^ “’Cos he was so honest, and wouldn’t poach and such 
like, and so his mates used to cheat and rob him. He fell 
into a quarrel too one day, and he fit, and the man he fit 
with died, that was just afore he was married. He was very 
strong and very brave. Arter that no one would companion 
him, although the jury said ’twas all right when he was tried 
for manslaughter, aequitted him, and he wasn’t to blame ; 
no more he was, I’ll wager,” said Taw, looking straight at 
Jthe candle in a fierce manner. 

“ Well, if man wouldn’t speak to him woman would ; my 
mother, a pretty young thing of a girl, married him, and they 
took a littie hut on the edge of a common and lived very 
happily till such times as I was born, and soon after poor 
mother died. Then father 7itas melancholy. He brought 
me^up by hand himself. His neighbours came round him, 
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some on 'em helped him, but as they wouldn’t have him 
when she was alive, he wouldn’t have much to do with them. 
When I grew about four years of age he used to take me 
out into the solemn old woods himself, and 1 used to bide 
by him all day, along with an old dog, playing in the warm 
air, and gathering all sorts of ’nemonies, and blue-bells, and 
wild flowers that I’ve forgotten the names on, or, leastways, 
which I never knew. 

“ So we lived for a year and a half ; that was two summers 
and a winter, you know. During the winter he used to 
leave me in charge along of an old woman who kept a 
school, and I used to be snug at home whilst he was out in 
the cold. 

‘‘ It was a warm day, late in the autumn ; the leaves had 
begun to fall early that year, and a week’s warm rain had 
rotted away the stalks, so that although there was little wind, 
and it was dry enough in the woods where the trees had 
sheltered it, yet the leaves came pattering down like drops 
of heavy rain, patter, patter they came in our path ; patter, 
patter on Fincher’s back and on my broad straw hat, as my 
governess, a lady teacher in the dame school, had given me — ” 

Mrs. Taw stopped suddenly; ‘'Shall I go on with the 
story. Master Ned?” said she. 

“Yes, do,” said I, “do, Taw, dear. How old was 
Fincher ?” 

“Oh, very old, very old and very cunning; he knew 
everything a’most, and was very jealous of me at first, but 
took to me afterwards, and used to walk on the other side 
of me, father on one and I in the middle, and often looked 
as if he wanted me to kltch hold of his tail or may be his 
foreleg, as a prop like.” 

“ Good dog Fincher,” said I, “ and, stop, Taw — 

“ Very good, Master Ned,” said she. 

“ Why do you call me Ned now, and all the other boys 
by their long names ; you know what I mean ?” 
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“Bless you, if I was to call you all by your Chrissum 
names,” she answered, “ there be five or six Johns or Jacks, 
and I don't know how many Toms, so I call ’em all by their 
surnames, with juniors, and seniors, and minors as the doctor 
does ; it's the best way, Paget.” 

“So it is. Taw,” said I, after reflecting, “now go on, and 
call me Ned, mind.” 

“Well, away we walked with Pincher, the dog now and then 
darting forward and snifhng at a mole which had been caught 
in the traps, and dangling at the side of the path like a 
manufacturer.” 

“ A malefactor, Taw,” said I, “ IVe seen 'em.” 

“I see ’em now,” said she, musingly, “ and oltl Pincher, too. 
He would not touch ’em, not he ; he knetv what they were well 
enough ; if they’d been live rats, now, instid of dead moles, 
he’d have told a different story, I’ll warrant you. 

“ Well, on we went a good way ; nigh miles. Father some- 
times carrying me, and Pincher carried the dinner in a basket. 
* It’s the last time,’ says father, ‘ that my little Becky will come 
out with me this year ; its getting too cold for Becky.* 

“ Pincher turned round and wagged his tail, as much as to 
say that father w’as right. 

Howsomever,’ says father, ‘she can go to sleep upon 
poor old Pincher’s back, wrapped up in my coat, cosy and 
warm, can’t you Becky ?’ 

“ ‘ Yes, father,* said I, for I could speak quite well, and used, 
indeed, to talk to him a good deal, and he was never tired of 
talking to me. 

“ Well, we soon got to our journey’s end, and away went 
• father to work, and I to play. When it was twelve o’clock, 
and I very hungry and pretty nigh tired out, father left off 
work, put on his jacket, and sat down to dinner, and a very 
comfortable dinner it was. One or two sportsmen passed us, 
with their guns, and one threw me a shilling, I well recollect, 
and father, when he saw it, said it was a lucky day, this last 
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day, and that the money should be put in a bank, which 1 
thought was a pity, fancying he meant it to be the bank of 
a hedge. 

After dinner father went to work again, leaving me 
wrapped up in his coat, sleeping with my head resting on 
old Fincher's nice, warm, clean, back. 

was in the midst of a beautiful sweet dream about 
angels, when some footsteps woke me, and I saw my father 
hobbling towards me. He had torn his shirt sleeve off, and 
had it bound round his leg under his knee. Instead of 
being white, it was red, blood red, and red with blood. He 
dropped rather than sat down by me, and I could see that 
he was deadly' pale. 

“ I jumped up in great fright. * Oh, father, father,' said I, 

‘ I will run for the doctor.' 

* No, no, my maid,* said he, ‘my poor, pretty little maid; 
dont’ee go, d6nt*ee leave me, you will lose yourself in the 
wood.* Old Fincher had jumped up in great haste, and was 
for bustling away, but my father, with a feeble voice, called 
him back. ‘ Stay by her,* he said, ‘ old dog, stay here, sir.' 

“ The dog whined and licked his master's hand, and sat 
quietly by me. He looked uneasily at the ghastly red 
bandage, and whined again. 

“ ‘ Ah I old dog,* said poor father, speaking to him rather 
than to me, for I was so frightened that I did not dare even 
to cry, ‘ it will be soon over with me, I shall soon go.* He 
put out his wounded leg as he spoke, and the blood gushed 
out again. 

“‘Where, father?* said I in a whisper, looking into his 
pale face, which grew paler as the day grew darker. 

“ * There,* said he, pointing to the sky, ‘ there, I hope and 
trust, my little maid. There, to pray for, and watch over 
you. You see,* he gasped after a pause, ‘ you will tell the 
people who ask you, that my axe turned aside at a hard 
knot, and cut an artery just at the back of my knee. Thera 
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is no staunching that wound, my darling, and I am bleeding 
to death.* 

“ ‘ Oh ! father, father,* cried I, putting my little hands to 
the bandage, and dabbing them in his blood, * don*t say that, 
for Heaven sake. Let me stop it ; do, only let me do sa 
father.* 

“ ‘No use, my maid, no use,* said he, wiping my hands 
from the stiffening blood on his shirt and waistcoat, ‘no use; 
J die here.* His voice had sunk to a whisper. ‘ Kiss me, 
my lass,* said he, ‘ kiss me.* 

“I did kiss him ; I can feel that kiss now, A damp moist 
kiss it was ; but his lips clung to mine fondly. ‘ Now,’ said 
he, with a sigh as he fell backwards, ‘ I am goiftg to see — to 
see — to see — *. I thought he meant the great Ocean, but he 
did not finish his sentence, and I afterwards reflected, and 
now I know whom he meant. 

“ Presently he tried to rise again, and cried hurriedly to 
me in a v/eaker voice, say, ‘ Our Father,* little maid, say, 
‘ Our Father,* as you do at school. 

“ He took my two little hands in his, and placed them to 
his lips ; I felt them moving lor some time, and then he fell 
back, as I supposed, asleep. 

“ A long time passed. I sat watching, sometimes sobbing, 
sometimes silent, for fear of waking him ; and old Pincher 
curled himself round me to keep me warmer, and licked the 
face and lips of my father, who was so fast asleep. He gave 
every now and then short, sharp, melancholy barks, and 
howled once or twice, but never once tried to go away. , 

“ At last I fell asleep, nestled against poor father's arm, 
which seemed to grow more stiff and cold. Everything was 
cold. The stars twinkled above in the sky, the moon seemed 
to wander forth past above us, the very leaves of die trees 
shivered in the cold, and the wind moaned with cold as well 

“ Over the distant land fresh and cold breezes came, play- 
ing and wa^idering in my hair, and stirring the locks' of my 
Sleeping father; then they would die away and sigh, and 
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rustle in and out the dark shadows of the trees as if some 
unseen visitors were looking at us from behind them. 

“ In my sleep I dreamt I was in the land of ice and snow, 
sleeping on a snow pillow — a, pillow of a fallen snow king, 
such as I had seen the boys of our village make. 

“ I was awakened roughly. 

“A shout of surprise, and an oath, and then a rough 
hurrying to and fro. Gamekeepers going their rounds in the 
morning had found the poor woodman dead, and his little 
girl alone in the world.” 

“ Is that all, Taw? ” said I, after a long melancholy pause. 

“That’s all, Mas’r Ned ; you see I’m an orphan as well as 
yourself.’* 



CHAPTER IV. 

OLD flook’s philosophy. 

J^EAR old Taw,*’ said I to that good woman, when 
she finished her narrative, “ how you must have 
suffered ! ” 

“ Well,” she said, “ I suppose I did, Mas’r Ted, but I 
’spose women are born to suffer more than men.” 

“ I ’spose,” returned I, after a pause, “ that they buried 
your father in that great big wood.” 

“ Not a bit of it,” said she; “they took him to church and 
said prayers ovei him, and the parson called him his brother, 
and I followed him and many people too, and the good old 
doctor, who was a good young doctor then, just entered on 
the school, took me, and brought me up with his servants, 
and was as kind as an angel to me, and old Pincher died in 
his service, and was buried under the big Portugal laurel in 
the doctor’s private garden.*' 

I was silent for a long time. Mrs. Taw was untangling 
her thread, and I thinking of her storj'. In pitying her 
grief, I had quite forgotten my own. 
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"Do you think your father went to heaven, Mrs. Taw ? ” 
said 1 at last. 

" Of course, Paget,” she returned, firmly and decisively. 
" *Twas the very Sunday after that I heard from Dr. 
Leatherby a splendid sermon, at which I cried away in the 
corner of a pew till I fell asleep in an old lady’s lap. But I 
seemed to hear the sermon in my sleep : how all men, rich 
and poor, arc equal, and how all the good are rewai'ded ; 
and that, above all, how the poor are recompensed, even 
for tlie pains and troubles they have suffered here. How, 
after dying in grief and affliction, they came to a i)lace where 
every sorrow was done away with— every stain washed off, 
and no pain was ever more suffered. 

“ When I woke up I dried my eyes, and did not wish my 
father back again, and as often as I am troubled here I 
think upon that dream.” 

" What do you think, Taw,” said I, for I had determined 
to ask her — “ What do you think my father and your father 
do up there? ” 

" Can’t exactly say, Master Ted,” she returned ; " but the 
doctor preaches to us about a certain King, who receives 
saint and sinner, who made us all, and who especially rejoices 
over poor sinners who turn to Him at the last; aye, at the 
very last ! ” 

I mused awhile, quietly thinking of the love which Mrs. 
Taw bore her dead father ; dead so long, long ago; and then 
said, quietly, "Taw, dear, go now; good night.” 

Mrs. Taw gave me a kiss, and then went to the window 
and looked out. " Bless me,” .she said, “ they have had 
prayers ; the school is over, and they are coming to bed. 
Close your eyes, Master Ned ; don’t say nothing, and they 
will ’spose you asleej).” 

Away went Mrs. Taw, and presently up came the boys to 
the dormitories, as wild as ragged young colts. To do them 
justice, however, they were kindly silent when they came to 
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my place. Old Flook slept in the same room as I did, and, 
both by precept and example, silenced the other boys. It 
was as I lay there, partly pretending to be asleep, and partly 
listening, that I heard what a good, kindly fellow he was. 
He spoke very highly of me. 



‘‘ Paget would haive beaten me in the long run,** said he, 

“ What a coward, to be sure, to say so,** said a boy. 

“ Do you know what a coward is, Jacks Junior ?** said old 
Flook, quietly, but sternly. 

‘‘Why a coward,** said Jacks, “is a great, big, strong boy, 
who lets himself be beaten by a smaller boy.** 
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“ That definition/* said Flook, who was a very learned 
boy, and sometimes used longer words than the others, “ is 
only partially true. Perliaps the big boy does not like fighting. 
But I will give you some definitions which are wholly true. 

“ No. I. You arc a coward if you fear to tell the truth 
when you should do. 

“ No. 2. You are a coward when you insult the weak. 

“No. 3. You arc a coward if afraid to do right; if you 
shrink from defending your opinion, from maintaining what 
you know to be just and good; and you are especially a 
coward if you know certain things of yourself and dare not 
own them to yourself. 

“Now/' continued Flook, “ I know that I am not cut out 
for fighting : I am not made for it. I do not want to hurt 
any boy, and l*m sure I do not want to be hurt. Hence I 
seldom quarrel, and only was about to fight Paget because 
some of the big lad.s persuaded him to give me a blow. 

“ There now, go to sleep, all of you,** said he quietly 
jumping into his bed; “be courageous enough to say your 
prayers, and try to know a little more of yourselves before 
you accuse others of your own faults.’* 

Old Flook and his friends were soon asleep, and the deep 
respiration of the boys was heard through the room. I lay 
awake for a long time, thinking of old Flook’s sermon, and 
how true it was, and being very sorry that I should have been 
ever spurred on to quarrel with him. 

I made several good vows and resolutions during that 
night — vows which I have but insufficiently kept, and reso- 
lutions too weak to restrain me. I have made such again 
tmd again ; some I have kept, some broken. But I have 
found that good resolutions strengthen themselves, that if 
you keep one, it will enable you to keep another ; and that 
there is no satisfaction so sweet in tlie world as having strictly 
kept some noble promise to oneself. At last 1 fell asleep, 
and dreamt again the actions of the day, and woke again to 
find myself an orphan and alone^ C a 



OUT AND ABOUT. 


CHAPTER V. 


t CROW MT'LANCITOLV, AND DESPAIR — OLD FLOOR RAISES 


MV SPIRITS. 


r^'T' 








IWi *: 


IliSsfessL^iSv;; 
















PI WAS of course soon well enough 
12 to come again into the school- 
room, but my loss had a great 
effect upon me. I grew silent, and did 
^ not mix much with my former com- 

panions. Schoolboys soon find out a secret. It was 
whispered about, even before I came again amongst, my 
schoolfellows, that my father had died a bankrupt, and that 
I was dependent upon the doctor’s charity for support. 

This was different from other whispers and inuendos 
circulating in the great world (which are too frequently lies) 
in a most important item. It was essentially true. The pro- 
perty of my father had disappeared with his expectations. 
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He had broken up and vanished in the great waters of the 
world, like a ship disappearing in mid ocean. Few remem- 
bered liim, and but one mourned him. 

True also it was that the doctor had adopted me. He 
called me into his room, gave me a great deal of the very 
best and most affectionate advice, and added that, as he had 
no son, I should be a son to him ; that he would educate me 
and clothe me, and after he had died that I should have the 
school. He added, that which Mrs. Taw told me, that it 
was my great likeness to his son which first stirred him to 
love me. 

Sometimes the benefits of God seem to be trials, and 
although my eyes streamed over with gratitude and love, as 
I thanked the doctor for his kindness, and accepted his offer, 
still when I sat, as I often then did, on the dark evenings, in 
the quiet school, musing upon what had happened and what 
would yet come to pass, I could not feel happy, not only 
because of my loss, but because of the prospect before me. 

To be pent up all day, day after day, for years as a school- 
master, to see my youth pass away as my boyhood had 
passed, and my manhood and my age would follow till I 
dropped into the grave. 

This for one, too, who had ardently desired, as what boy 
has not, to fly away from the old place at home, away, far 
away, and wander in strange lands where every hour brought 
a novelty, every advance, even for a mile, something won- 
derful and rare. The trial was indeed a bitter one, but I 
met it as became me ; I took advice of my own heart, I 
determined to bend to circumstances, to do the best I could, 
and to behave as well as I could in the position I was in. 

My schoolfellows seemed to grow more shy of me. I 
w^as now very often taken into the doctor's parlour. I became, 
every day, more and more his favorite, and the boys rather 
avoided me in consequence. Those of honorable minds did 
so because they did not want to be seen in fellowship with 
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one who they thought was in the doctor’s secrets. Those 
whose thoughts were not elevated imputed to me many base 
things. Some said I told tales, others would talk openly 
about fetching and carrying, and, after all, I found that one 
of the worst things for a boy, if he wishes to be happy with 
his schoolfellows, is to be in favour with the greater powers. 

To be avoided and shunned made me unhappy ; the iso- 
lation I experienced was dreadful. I sought refuge at last 
with my old enemy, Flook, 

'*Flook, my boy,” said I, one morning, after our first 
lessons, and just immediately before breakfast, “ Flook, how 
is it that nobody seems to be familiar with me now ?” 

“ Why,” said Tlook, “ it seems you are going to be our 
young master, and we don’t want to curry favour with you, 
you know.” 

I was silent. 

O, then it is true, eh, Ned Paget?” he said. 

Perhaps so,” said I. 

** Well, and not a bad thing cither, for those who like it. 
It’s very honorable to be a schoolmaster, you know, but it’s 
preciously unpleasant.” 

I gave a sigh. 

My ambition does not lie that way,” returned my com- 
panion. 

“ I know it docs not,” said I. The fact is, Flock’s am- 
bition was to be an engineer. How he was to amve at such 
a point neither he nor any of us knew. At that period we 
thought that an engineer was the driver of an engine or 
something of that sort : we had very confused notions on 
the subject. 

‘‘ No,” answered Flook, “ I mean to be an engineer, and 
go amongst the Indians and beat them, and blow them up, 
like they did at Sobraon and Aliwal the other day.” Flook 
had evidently learnt another meaning for engineering. “ I 
should like,” he continued, ‘^to build forts, and mount them 
with cannon.” 
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“ Why, Flook, you told me you did not like fighting.” I 
blushed as I said this, for I remembered our quarrel and our 
interruption. 

Fighting !” continued he. No, I don’t care about it; 
but it depends upon what you call hgluing. I don’t care 
about punching another boy’s head, but I would fight for my 
country like — ” 

** Like what?” 

“J.ikc a Eriton,” said old Flook, stoutly, in v/ant of '■ 
better simile. Perhaps he could not have found a better 

** You’re a philosoplicr, old Flook.” 

‘‘ I try to be so ; Init, I say, Ned, who woiild not strike 
out for the old land? AVho would not ,try to carry her laws 
and glorious religion, and her institutions?” 

"'Her Magna Charla, Flook.” 

‘*Her Trial by Jury, Ned,” cried he. *‘Her church and 
laws.” 

** And every thing else that’s good about her, Flook.” 

The fact is, we had all beai writing a theme in our class 
upon P'nglish freedom, and, as all schoolboys are, and should 
be, w'e were fond of our country. AVe had, loo, read in the 
newspapers which our friends sometimes sent us, the glorious 
victories in India of Moodkee, Aliwal, Sobraon, and the 
campaign of the Sutlej. Besides this, as our school was in 
the Midland counties, and strongly Tory, it happened that 
we had had a mock election. Idook and 1 were, therefore, 
brimful of patriotism. 

“Yes,” said Flook, .after awhile, “ I mean to devote my 
life to India.” 

• “ I should like to go with you, old boy,” said I. don’t 
like stopping here.” 

“Umph!” said Flook, after a long pause, ^‘yet it is a 
noble thing to be a schoolmaster ; to teach boys to be good 
and wise, and to grow up to be good and great men. Be- 
sides, it seems to me, Paget, that that is your immediate 
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duty ; that path lies before you now, take it, and be happy 
with it. All people can be happy if they choose ; it may be 
a hard lesson, as the doctor said the other day ; but it is 
wise for us to learn it early in life — to go straight at a thing, 
and to do the best we can under the circumstances, is the 
way to be happy." 

Flook and I often talked in this way. My father had been 
dead about three years, and I had been four years in the 
school, and had learned a great deal ; not so much as I 
might have done ; but to do the doctor justice, he had in- 
stilled into me a love of knowledge, and had taught me 
much. Flook, my old friend and companion, had entered 
on his last half year, and was ready to leave school. I was 
dull at the prospect of parting — other friends, too, had grown 
up around me, and were ready to go out into the great 
world ; but alas, I, to my regret, was to be left at school. 


CHAPTER VI. 

SURPRISING NEWS FROM THE DOCTOR. 

NE day, when I went into the doctor’s 
study to say some of my more particular 
tasks — this was shortly after the con- 
versation repeated in the last chapter — I 
found my kind friend and adopted father 
poring over a letter. He gave a deep 
sigh, and folded it up when I came up to 
him, and heard roe my task without say- 
ing anything. When done, he smoothed 
my hair, and said : — 

“ It seems, Ned, we are to be parted 

after all.” 

“ Parted, sir ! All his goodness and kindness flashing on. 
my mind at once. 
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Yes, parted. Here is a letter from your long-silent 
uncle claiming your guardianship, and insisting upon your 
removal to London, even while he thanks me for the kindness 
which he hears I have shown to you.” 

/' He hears 1 Why, sir, he never came down to see me, he 
never wrote ; why does he appear so suddenly now ? ” 

The doctor sat still. *‘My dear boy,” said he, “when 
you are older, you will find a great number of people who 
will disappear when you are in trouble, but who, when the 
storm is over, will find you out. I call them smooth-water 
sailors.” 

“ I do not like to leave you, sir,” said I. . 

“ Nor I to part. Come, tell me, what do you know of 
this uncle ? ” 

People, I have since found, talk much in the world about 
the affection which one bears and should* bear to our 
relations. Doubtless, as a rule, this is right. The old pro- 
verb is good; but then there are some relations who are 
positive bars to any advancement in life, who never help 
you, never honour yon, who desert you in misfortune, but 
who cling to you in prosperity. 

My uncle was of these. 

I had heard my father talk continually and always sorrow- 
fully for him. When my father was rich, it was he who 
helped my uncle ; when my father was poor, it was my uncle 
who refused to help him, but who pestered him with advice 
which he could not take, and wise saws and maxims which 
did not apply to his case. 

I told the doctor this, 

“You must however go, Paget. He tells me that your 
father named him your guardian in his will, and that, if you 
have been sufficiently taught, he has an opening for you in 
London,” 

“ Let me see the letter, sir.” 

It certainly was my uncle’s writing — ^the same phrases, the 
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same manner ; the very paper and seal wore the same .old 
characteristic externals of my vacillating uncle, which I so 
well remembered before. 

Your uncle seems very affectionate towards you, Ned. 
He must be a good man ; he promises well.” 

Can a man be good, sir, who does not do good ? He 
used to promise, sir, and never perform. I remember how 
he behaved to my poor father, and now,” said I, “he will 
part me from my second father.” The tears rose in my eyes. 

“Never mind, Ned, I am as sorry as you,” said the 
doctor, “and yet it must be done. Duty is a word very 
often on people’s lips, but very, very seldom in their hearts. 
Where the way is pointed out, whether it be muddy, or dirty, 
or stony, and full of pitfalls, or whether it be full of green 
places of delight, of flowers, of sun-shiny meadows anil 
sweet woods, Jet us take it; a stony lane often le^ds to a 
sweet landscape : the scenery about us will open, and a 
cloudy morning bring a glorious day.” 

What could I do? I thanked the doctor a thousand 
times for his kindness, I put my arms round his neck and 
kissed him, I promised to do my duty. 

Doctor Leatherby smibd. “Like a Liiton,” said he. 
“ Well, ’tis a good phrase, a very good phrase. I suppose it 
is because we Britons do do our duty that we have become 
so great a nation. Well, Ned — here he gave a great sigh — 
Monday is fixed for your departure to London. I suppose 
I must write to your uncle, and tell him that you will come.” 

“Do, sir, as you think fit; it will be indeed a black 
Monday for me.” 

“ Black Monday,” cried the doctor, with a pleased look ;• 
“ was it ever that a boy called that Monday black which 
was to take him from a school, not /t? it?” 

So the day of my departure was determined on — the day 
on which I was to be delivered from that life which I once 
thought tedious, but which now I regretted with all my 
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heart. So it is in life. Look at an object from one point 
and it is unpleasant; turn it to the other, and it delights 
you \vith its beauty. 


CHAPTER VII. 

OLD COACHING DAYS— THE DRIVE TO LONDON. 

T was a very sharp morning 
on 6th October, 18 — , when 
I took my place on the outside 
of the coach en nmte for tovvi\. 

Iwas full of misgivings. One 
docs not easily leave any of 
those whom one has loved, to 
go to those we have never seen. 
Of the character of my uncle 
I knew little, but T had heard 
much. Pic was unstable, irresolute, 
fond of professing kindly things, but 
very disinclined to do them. ] could 
not but shudder at the bare idea of living in London with 
him, for my father hnd always spoken of his brother with 
pity, and with an ill-concealed contempt. 'I'he full protests 
wliicli he made, and the braggado..io letters whicli he sent, 
served only to show me that my father’s opinion was right. 
Besides tliis, 1 had been sticking hard at work, and had 
half reconciled myself to my fate. 1 had followed out the 
principles of the philosopher Flook, and had made such pro- 
gress that the doctor was delighted, and I satisfied. Self- 
satisfaction is the sweetest praise, after all. 

“Ah, Ned,” said the doctor, “I am quite concerned to 
lose you.” 

“ You have not lost me, sir,” said I. “ I will return to 
you when 1 can ; I shall never forget your kindness.” 
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“Tut, tut,” returned he, “don’t speak of that, Ned, my 
boy, don’t speak of that ; but it is a pity that you leave here 
but half educated. A few more years, say six, would have 
made you a good classic. Let me see, you have been 
through Caesar, and Ovid, and the Georgic of Virgil. 
Good, very good, for your age. Ah ! but think of Livy, 
my boy, think of Tacitus, and then Herodotus and Homer, 
when you are but spelling over the Analecta and Xenophon.” 

I’he doctor rubbed the back of his head thoughtfully, and 
his eye glistened as if he had spoken of the greatest treat in 
life. 

“ What would I give, Ned,” said he, “ never to have read 
Plato, and to go through his banquet for the first time with 
you ! ” 

“ It’s all very well, doctor, to talk of banquets, whilst the 
poor child is starving. Eat away, Paget, do, at that basin of 
milk— country milk, you know — hot and boiled ; you will not 
get such milk in London,” interrupted old Taw. 

“ Ah I ” said the doctor, waking up from his dreamy state. 
“ Here, Ned ; here is a pocketpicce for you. Remember, 
save as much as you can; there is always time for spending.” 
The kind old fellow put a half-sovereign into my hand as he 
said it. My eyes filled and my heart swelled at the thought 
of all his kindness. 

Old Taw, who was so strong that she could lift at least a 
hundredweight, bustled into the passage here with my box, 
and at the top of it a kind of carpet bag, open at the mouth, 
and partly filled with straAV. 

“I can’t eat anything, please sir,” said I, “I am so — 
so—” I finished the sentence by letting my head fall into 
my hand and crying. 

“ Don’tee, don’tee, Mas’r Ned,” cried old Taw. “ Look 
at this bag, now, it’s my invention. I have known poor 
little boys come from their winter rides outside coaches so 
cold that they couldn’t feel their poor little feet Now, to 
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put that all to rights, d’ye see, I have invented a bag, stuffed 
with straw, wherein they puts their poor little dangling legs, 
and it saves them wonderhdly ; you can’t think how good it is.” 

“ She’s worth a fortune, that woman,” said the doctor ; 
'' I should never have thought of that — never.” 

“ No, you were talking of Plater’s banquets,” said Mrs. 
7 aw, quickly. “ Beg pardon, sir, but we must hurry — coach 
up in a minute.” 

'‘Egad! so it will be,” said the doctor. “Here, Ned, 
take this glass of sherry ; it is good wine, and will warm 
your little body for a long time. Think of that all your life, 
and use wine only as a medicine.” 

“ Here’s a packet of sandwiches,” said Taw, in her turn, 
cramming them into my hands whilst the glass was yet at my 
lips. “ Not a moment to be lost, you know. Start well. 
Never be behind time. It is no use running, you know, after 
a hour that is past ; you will never overtake it.” 

Thus with kindly homely talk, with merriness and sad- 
ness, with good advice and calm wisdom, the doctor and his 
housekeeper entertained me during the few last minutes I 
was with them. I was inexpressibly touched by their 
kindness, for I saw both of them felt my loss. It was but a 
few moments, as I have said, but I remember them now as 
if they had taken hours. 

Presently the horn of die guard was heard at a distance. 
" Here it is, Ned,” said the doctor. Tantarra, tartarra, 
twang, twang, rung the horn. The gardener came in to 
carry my box, but Taw took it up like a giantess. “No, 
thank’ee, Thomas,” said she; “I’ll carry Ned’s box for the 
fast time.” My heart sunk within my bosom as she said 
these words. The coach, however, was at the door. There 
was no time left for consideration or regret. 

“ Young gent for London ? ” said the sharp guard, plung- 
ing his battered horn into the basket and jumping down to 
take my box. “ Now, Mr. Paget, please ; jump up, sir,” 
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he cried. He had read my name and destination on my 
box. 

“Good bye, Hoctor,’^ cried I ; “good bye, Taw, dear old 
Taw.” 1 determined not to be ashamed of anything, and 
faiily imt my arms round the matron’s neck and kissed her. 
The doctor smiled as he saw it, and in an instant I was 
mounted on the coach. The guard blew his horn ; old Flook 
and the boys who had come to see me off, and were engaged 
in admiring the holies, waved their hands and their caps ; 
the coachman made the thong of his long whip whistle in 
the air, and away we went. Away, and away, and away — 
crunch, crunch, crunch went the stony road under the 
wheels. 'Fhe hedge-rows, trees, and fields spun by me, and 
seemed to be running a race from us, towards the old place 
I was leaving. When I looked back, I could scarcely see 
the old house, through my tears. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

I ARRIVE IN LONDON TO FIND MYSELF DESERTED. 

EEP as was my regret, it soon 
ended. Surrounded by beautiful 
scenery, with hills rising before 
me, and sparkh'ng rivers running 
shining away in the sunshine, 
with distant outlying farms, with 
ploughs quietly working their 
way through the rich loamy soil, 
bound on each side by hedge- 
rows full of honeysuckle and 
sweet cuckoo-flowers, and arched 
overhead by a bright sky, in which the lark mounted high 
and sang, poising on its wings for very hag£mes8, the coach, 
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which bore me from such good friends sped onwards, tracing 
its shadow on the road, now casting it upon a wall, now upon 
a hedgerow or a heath. 

Away wc went rnenily. I sat next to the guard, and 
made acquaintance with him. He chatted and talked 
away, and sometimes played his bugle to ^^muse me. He 
said that he had never seen a boy who was leaving school so 
solemn as I was, and wanted to know why. Was I not 
going to SCO my father ? 

“ No,” said I ; “he is dead,” 

“Oh,” said the guard, “that puts the saddle on another 
horse.” 

“ I am going to see my uncle,” said I. 

“ A’most as good as your father,” returned the guard. 

Here a down coach passed us, the coachmen saluted, the 
passengers all smiled, and the guards blew furious blasts of 
recognition, tlic horses even seemed to recognize a kind of 
rivalry, and went faster. 

“ IVetlily he handles *is ribbons,” cried my companion, in 
admiration, as he dropped his key-bugle into the basket — 
“you’d think he was born on the box; but he wasn’t, 
blaster Paget, he wasn’t,” 

“ How do you know my name’s Paget ? ” said 1. 

“Didn't I see your name on the box? Lor’, bless your 
hinnocent eyes, if you on’y keep ’em open you’ll know an 
immense deal afore you’re my age. There are on’y two 
kinds o’ people in this world, master Edward.” 

“ Indeed,” said I, “ only two.” 

“Ncer another,” returned he — “those who keeps their 
^es open, and those who don’t” So saying, he climbed on 
to the roof, to attend to some alteration which he thought 
necessary in the luggage. 

Thus the time passed. It was not very late, for we had 
started early enough in the morning, when we rattled under 
Highgate archway, past the figure of Dick Whittington, and 
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SO on by the north road into town, past the Angel and the 
Blue Boys inns at Islington — merry Islington, with its 
green and countrified look — and then down into the City, 
till we came to the Bull and Mouth Inn, the destination of 
the coach, and the place at which my uncle was to meet me. 

All the passengers were thoroughly cold — so cold, indeed, 
that in these days of railway travelling I do not believe 
people ever experience the feeling. I well remember that I 
could not feel the ground when I put my feet to it, although 
Mrs. Taw, whose care of me was marked with so much kind- 
ness, had given me the carpet-bag stufied with straw, before 
mentioned, for me to put my legs in. Both the doctor and 
I had laughed at the idea, but I found it a very good one. 

“ Welcome back to Lunnon, sir,” said the guard. ‘‘ Now, 
the fust thing as I should recommend to your young mind is 
for you to get the barmaid to give you a wine-glass full o* 
sound old ale, or a tumbler full o’ cold spring water.” 

“Cold!” said Ij “why, I am cold enough. I daresay, 
when I get home, I shall have a nice cup of tea.” 

“ Tea I” returned he contemptuously. “ Tea — I haintgot 
no opinion on it myself, and speerits aint no good for young 
lads like you. The cold water would have what they calls a 
counter irritation, and that’s good for young fellows ; it 
would make you as warm as a toast. Luggage, sir, eh.” 
“ Now Thomas,” said he to a helper who came round, “ get 
this young gentleman’s box into the hoffice — Mr. Paget’s 
box. See your huncle, sir ?” 

“ Why, no,” said I, hesitatingly. And, in truth, I did not 
There were many people who came to meet their friends, 
but no one came to meet me. I saw the passengers gather 
up their luggage and go away. I saw mothers and wives* 
fathers and friends, greeting. I saw the horses taken from 
the coach, and go off gleefully down an incline plane to a 
huge underground stable, where they told me many, many pairs 
of horses stood. I saw the coach emptied of passengers and 
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luggage, and wheeled back by four sturdy fellows into tlie 
yard, ready to be cleaned on the morrow for its journey. I 
saw the commercial gentlemen walk into the comfortable 
bar, and my friend, the guard, trot away, covered with 
wrappers and great coats, after the coachman, w'hom I, as in 
duty bound, had “tipped*' half-a-crown ; and there I stood 
in the coach-yard, waiting and alone. 

I waited there some time, and no one came. Presently 
the guard came out again. 

“Not,” said he, “not come, Master Paget? He must 
have missed tlic time. Come and wait in the coftce-room, 
there’s a nice fire there. If he comes he is sfirc to enquire 
for you.” 

The good fellow, whose attention I felt, for I somehow 
had a presentiment that something was wrong, took me to a 
handsome room wherein some gentlemen were dining, others 
talking and reading, and made me sit in a corner by the fire. 

“ Now,” says he, “ you’re comfortable ; noAv you may wait 
an hour and you won’t hurt. What’ll you take ? You’ve only 
got to shout ‘Waiter!’ when that gent, in a white neck- 
cloth and pumps comes by, and he’ll get you what you want.*' 

“ A cup of tea, if you please,” said I, warming myself ; 
“ I feci cold all over.” 

“ Oh, don’t have tea,” said he ; he seemed to have taken 
a great dislike to that beverage. “ Have coffee ; its much 
nicer, and ever so much more nobby. Here, William, bring 
the young gent, some coffee and a hegg.” 

Yielding to the wishes of my new friend, I ordered the 
coffee and egg, and, I must say, enjoyed the meal much. 
Tlie guard, who said he must go home to his missus, bade 
me good bye in a confidential way, as if we should meet again 
on the morrow, and promised to leave word in the bar, if a 
young gent, of the name of Paget was called for, that he was 
safe and sound in wind and limb in the coffee-room. I bade 
him good bye with regret 
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I soon made my modest meal, and paid for it, and sat by 
the fire. The time passed quickly : it was soon nine, then 
ten ; and then, fatigued with my journey and the fresh air, I 
fell aslcci). I did not seem to have been asleep ten minutes 
when the waiter awakened me. I had slept two hours— it 
was twelve o’clock. 

“ Will you take a bed, sir? We arc about to shut up here.” 

“All right,” said I, rubbing my eyes ; “is uncle come?” 

“ Uncle who, sir?” said he. “There hasn't nobody been 
for you, sir.” 

I turned pale. “There’s some mistake, sir,” said I. 
“ My uncle must have been.” 

“ Oh, must he, sir,” he answered, without contradicting ; 

well, ril go and see.” Away he went for a moment, leaving 
me thoroughly amazed. Presently he came back. 

“ There hasn’t no one been, sir. I ’spose you're the young 
gent., sir, as was to be called for,” 

“Yes,” said I, “lam.” 

“ Then they've been, and forgot you, sir,” said he. 

I was stupitied. I did not know what to think. Had 
somelblng ba];)pencd to my uncle, or had Dr. I^eatherby, 
wishing to get rid of me, sent me thus up to London ? My 
lieart sank within me for a moment; but I soon reflected 
that that could not be. He would never have been so cruel. 
I tried to remember my uncle's address, but I could not. 
He had told the doctor in his letter that he had removed to 
a new house, and that he would be sure and meet me at the 
coach-office ; the doctor, too, had written to him at his place 
of business, to apprize him of my coming at the very hour 
appointed. • 

All this flashed through my brain in a moment. * The 
waiter meanwhile flapped away a little dust with his napkin, 
and then, with a half-suppressed yawn, again suggested that 
I should take a bed. 

But this I did not agree to. I had an idea that my uncle 
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lived in Portland Street, and I determined to seek him. 
True, I did not know the number, and I was ignorant of 
town ; but fear, indignation, shame, and other feelings, pre- 
vailed upon me, and, buttoning my coat about me, pressing 
my cap over my eyes, and biting my lower lip, partly with 
vexation and partly with determination, I bade the waiter 
good night, told him to keep my luggage till 1 called for it, 
and boldly sallied out of the inn into the cold, moonlight 
streets, whistling a tune as loudly as I could, to prove to all 
the world that 1 was not afraid. 


CHAPTER IX. 


I MEET WITH A MODERN FROFESSOR, WHO OFFERS ME 
A HOME. 

S I had no certain knowledge where 
my uncle lived, and as it was past mid- 
night when I left the tavern, it 
is not to be wondered at that I 
did not find his house. There was 
more than one large house whereat a party 
was being given in the street I went to, 
and I knocked boldly at the doors, seeing 
lights in the windows, and proffered my 
questions, but it was all to no purpose. The footmen 
and servants seemed to have an idea that I wanted 
to steal something, and answered me curtly, or drove me away. 
I a^)plied to the policemen, with the same result, and at last, 
wearied and forlorn, I sat down upon the doorstep, hardly 
knowing what to do. 

Here was I, the very first night I arrived in London, 
perfectly desolate and without help. I wished I had taken the 
waiter*!^ advice; and had gone to bed at the Bull and Mouth. 

D a 
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I did not know whether they would admit me if I returned. 
I was ignorant that in London there are coffeehouses and inns 
which are open all niglit ; I therefore buttoned my coat tightly 
round me, twisted a warm comforter, the gift of Mrs. Taw, 
round my neck, and sat down to wait till morning to prosecute 
my search. I determined to be brave and to be of good cheer. 

It was a beautiful night. The harvest moon was shining 
brightly and purely above the line of lamps, and, as I looked 
up to her, I thought of the quiet village school, of the doctor, 
of old Flook, and my other friends, and of good old Mrs. 
Taw. “It will be light early,’' said I to myself; “other 
people have been worse off than I have ; I have at least 
warm clothing ; many arc without any, or are in rags.” 

Somehow or another my thoughts reverted to Mrs. Taw’s 
story, and I thought of her, a poor little, helpless girl, sitting 
by the side of her dead father, in the great, lonely wrod. 

Eor her sorrows, I believe, more than wn, my tears 
began to flow, and I was in the act ^ '* joking at the moon 
through them, and wiping them away, when a passer by, one 
who had a remarkably unsteady gait, staggered up to me, 
and, leaning against the door-post, addressed me in a rough, 
but not unkindly, voice. 

“ What," cried he, “ a soldier, and afeard ! Tears ! why 
tears ?” 

“ Please, sir," I answered quicKly, “ do you know a Mr. 
Paget in this street ?’' 

“ No," said he; then he paused and thought. “ My man 
of mettle," he said, “ there’s no such dweller in these pre- 
cincts here." 

“ Do you live here, sir ?" said I. ^ 

He pointed vaguely eastward. “ There is my domicile, 
my youthful friend. But I know the names at least of all 
who live here, and Paget is not one of them. Why Paget, 
my hero?" 

“ Please, sir, he’s my uncle,” 
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“Uncle, avunculus^ pairuus^ puer honttm cs T he ai^ked in 
Latin. 

“ Bonus ^ if you please, srr,” said I. 

“ A good boy, and quick. Ingenuus pucr as well as bonus^ 
JIow comest thou here, young scholar? Stand up and 
answer/* 

I stood up. The stranger was a tall, gray, gentlemanly- 
looking man. He was shabbily dressed, so shabbily that I 
could see how worn his clothes were in the moonlight. His 
nose was hooked, and his eye bright. His hands were with- 
out gloves, liis Vat crushed, and his boots old, and yet he 
looked a gei'.tlci "n i His face was full of good humour, 
but had a carcles-J) dis-.lpaled look; but withal so kindly, 
‘hat I t Id him my history, he, the while, steadying himself 
by leaning on mv shoulder, 

“ Umph.'" sL.a he, vvh.m I had finished. “ I am not in a 
state. Master tc gVe you good advice, but I can do 

niore. I can give yo.. ’Ah.tr your uncle has not given you — 
a night’.' lodging. Will /on come with me?’' 

If his gait wa.s unslc d". nis looks and his speech were 
right enough, j .uuswerod '.hat 1 tnanked him for his offer, 
and would accept it. 

“’Tis notin scenes like tin sc or lordly halls that I can 
pitch my tent — stop, people don’t pitch their tents in halls, 
young scholar — that I dw'ell, but my roof for the night is 
yours. Lead on.” 

“Which way, sir?” said L 

“ ril show you.” -He struck out boldly, like a man wlio 
distrusted his own legs, but who determined to make them 
walk straightly, and straightly he walked, aud so quickly, 
that I had to trot by his side to keep pace with him. 

We passed soon into Oxford Street, then into St. Gilc.s\s, 
where he said the Corinthians dwelt, which phrase I did not 
understand. Then we came into Holbom, and went a long 
way down until we reached Gray’s-inn Lane ; down this, for 
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a shoi t distance again, till my companion dived into a net- 
work of courts, which were so narrow, squalid, and dark, 
that they puzzled me. Here my friend took my hand. 
“Fear nothing,” said he; am close upon my domains, 
young scholar.” 

'^riie domains, however, were not yet reached. Having 
emerged from these courts, my new friend turned into Leather 
Lane, and went to the bottom of it, till, at a little hill which 
leads from it, he paused, looked around him, and said, “ Now 
we are at home.” 

At home we were, for passing down some steps which led 
into a large and ratlier cleanly court, he led me to a door 
which stood open, and striking a wax match against the 
lintel, he lighted me up stairs to a first-floor room, barely, 
but not uncomfortably furnished, and, in a voice of mucJi 
good humour, bade me welcome to the apartment of Pro- 
fessor Peter Garle. 

There was but one bed in the room ; but near the fire, the 
remains of which burnt brightly, was a comfortable arm- 
chair, with a thick blanket lying upon it. 

** I am an old campaigner,” said the professor ; “ I am 
fond of this chair. You take the bed, and refresh yourself 
with Nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep !” 

He would insist on what he said, and so, throwing oflf my 
outer garments, I quickly got under the coverlet. The pro- 
fessor sat in his chair and lighted a pipe ; and I had not 
listened five minutes to his regular puffs before I, tired and 
puzzled with the events of the day, fell into a sound slumber. 
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CHAPTER X. 

WHICH CONCERNS MY ^ERY STRANGE FRIEND. 

HEN I awoke the next morning, after dreaming for 
a long time about school-times and old Flook, who 
was somehow associated in my dream with my com- 
panion of the night before, I found that companion quietly 
prepaiing breakfast, and stirring with a long spoon a choco- 
late pot. 

“Well, young scholar,” said he, somnus ^mortis imago ^ 
seems sweet to you. You slept well and soundly.” 

He stood up before the fire, not without a certain grace in 
his deportment. He had on an old dressing-gown tied with 
cords and tassels, slippers on his feet, and on his head a 
smoking-cap. He walked up and down as I was dressing, 
talking to me. 

“ This uncle of yours,” said he, ** what was he?” 

“ A solicitor, sir.” 

“ Solicitors do not generally live in Portland Place. Try 
somewliere else. 1 have been looking for him this morning.” 

“ Have you been out, sir?” said I, with surprise. 

“ Oh no,” he answered, “ only in the ‘ Directory •* Til look 
again.” He turned over the leaves with a practised hand. 
“ * Paget, Wm., grocer,’ that will not do; ‘ Paget, John, re- 
tail dealer ; Paget, Thomas, beer retailer,* none of these will 
do, young scholar. How are the mighty fallen I here is your 
''great name amongst petty, huxtering tradesmen ; no, there 
are no Pagets here who would serve for your uncle.” 

I mused as I sat on the bed. What could I do? Had 
my uncle deceived me ? Mr. Peter Garle, my new friend, 
began to question me. Did I know this uncle well ? What 
was he ? Was he very friendly with my father ? and many 
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other questions he put to me, the great majority of which I 
could not answer. 

Young gentleman/’ said he, sternly, ‘'you ar(^ very loose ' 
in your information.” 

“ But, sir,” said I, “what is a boy to know about relations 
whom lie may not have seen ten times in his life ?” 

“ Not much,” said the professor, " but try to know all 
things well. Pay attention, my dear lad, and you don’t know 
Jiow much you will learn. Now, I paid attention to your 
artless gossip last night, and learn how much I know.” 

The professor then with astonishing volubility laid bare to 
me (as I thought) every action of my life. He told me of 
my father, the doctor, Mrs. Taw, and my schoolfellows, and 
finally he said that so soon as the post came in he would go 
and order my luggage to his home, and then set about 
finding my uncle. “ In the mean time I would advise you 
to write to your friends in the country, and tell them your 
position. Now, young scholar, prandiuvi paratum csi; 
prandium^ by the way, is dinner ; can you tell me what the 
Latin for breakfast is ?” 

I could not. 

“ Never knew a schoolboy w'ho could ; never mind, it will 
be welcome all the same, I dare say.” 

Never was such a wonderful old gentleman ; all the time 
he was talking to me he had been washing the tea- cups, 
laying the tray, stirring the chocolate, or cooking the eggs 
and bacon. He did all nattily and well, and all like a 
gentleman. He sat down when I was ready, gave me a 
large portion, and helped himself. 

“ I can’t eat all that,” said I. 

“ Can’t you ?” said ne ; “ why, when I was your age I 
could eat anything. Fcrge pu€t\ go on, my boy ; age and 
want of appetite will come soon enough.” 

We were still at breakfast when the post came in, and the 
postman who toiled up the stairs to our first floor brought 
quite a heap of letters to the professor. 
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The latter was pleased when he saw them. “Fortune 
has been propitious,’* said he ; “ she often is when she sends 
a new hand to help. If I had not have given you a night’s 
lodging last night I should not have had half these.” 

“ Why, sir, they were written hours before you spoke to 
me ; it could not be through that.” 

“ Never mind,” he returned, “ I believe in fate, and in fate 
answering what good one does. My dear child, you see in 
me an illustration of the force of luck ; had it not been for 
that I might have been a magistrate at quarter sessions, and 
sat and condemned poor people to the treadmill. I might, 
indeed, have been a minister, a prime minister, 1 mean. As 
it is, what am I ? I am simply a poor, a very poor, man of 
letters.” 

Now, if there was any one in the world whom I had been 
taught to honour and to love, it was an author. ^ Flook and 
I had often talked about them, and had wished that wc could 
have boasted a personal acquaintance with old Defoe, or had 
sal and heard sturdy John Bunyan preach. 

“ What do you write, sir ?” said I, looking up to him wilh 
respect. 

“ Principally,” said he, with a twinkling eye, “ principally 
fiction.” 

“Stories, sir?” said I, questioning him. 

“ Yes, stories, my boy.” 

“ I should like to read some of your works, sir.” 

“ Perhaps some day you may,” he answered, splitting open 
an envelope, and reading the letter. 

“ No good there,” he muttered, as he tossed it aside ; 
“never mind, I will try again. “ Ha, ha ! something here 
he took a post-office order as he spoke, and went on mutter- 
ing to himself. Seeing him engaged, I looked round the 
room ; it was poorly furnished, but was clean and comfort- 
able. Two long pipes were above the mantel-shelf, and 
underneath them a very thick book and a ‘ Court Guide.* 
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The thick book was a directory ; both of these were quite 
new and fresh. I did not see any of the professor’s works, 
and 1 told him so ; he answered laughingly that few authors 
kept their books at home, and giving me a pen and paper, 
bade me write to my friends in the country, whilst he 
arranged matters at home and abroad, ** for,” said he, ** I 
must go out very shortly.” 

So with many doubts, fears, and misgivings, and not with- 
out a great deal of thankfulness that I had fallen into the 
hands of so good and kind a friend, I wrote a letter to the 
doctor, begging to be remembered most kindly to Mrs. I'aw 
and old Flook, and detailing my adventure and position, and 
earnestly begging the doctor to write to me and to advise 
me what to do. 


CHAPTER XL 

now TIME PASSED WITH THE PROFESSOR. 

HAD Stayed with Professor Peter Carle 
for more than a week, 1 had written 
twice to Doctor Leatherby and had not 
received an answer, neither had I found 
my uncle, nor had he called at the inn 
for me. My situation was full of mystery 
and trouble, and the constant good humour of my host, his 
flood of anecdote, his kind ways and curious sayings, amused 
me, and rendered me less unhappy than I should have been. 
There were several things about the professor that I could 
not understand, and many that I did not like. He spent a 
great deal of his time in writing, but I saw no book or even 
manuscript of his save these letters. These he despatched 
with unceasing regularity, and was so much more industrious, 
than his correspondents that he seldom received answers to 
more than a third of his communications. 
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His conversation was, as I have said, amusing, but it was 
full of worldliness — some people call it worldly wisdom. He 
professed not to believe in good people ; he said that all 
were scheming, plotting, and trying to cheat one another. 
“ One half of mankind,” said he, does not know how the 
other half lives ? Shall I tell you why, my boy ? Because 
one half lives on the other half. But of course, it is no use 
trying to make you believe this or understand it. Ah, young 
scholar, I was once as innocent as you are ; soon will come 
the inevitable hour when your young peepers will be opened, 
and you will think all people rogues.” 

‘‘ I hope not, sir,” said I, I should be so sorry to do so.” 

** Poor lad, poor lad,” he said, sadly, “ and yet 'tis very 
possible that those who arc nearest to you are the greatest. 
Well, well, dream on ; for my part I wish for nothing more 
than to again enjoy such a dream as yours.” ' 

‘‘ Then you thought as I do, once ? ” said I. 

“ Of course, till a brother nidely woke me up from it, by 
quietly setting aside my father’s will and taking all our pro- 
perty himself. He, sir, is the rich, the honored, the excellent 
John Garle, of Garlic Hill, rolling in wealth, and saving and 
amassing money, whilst I am troubled to get my daily bread.” 

‘‘ Well, sir,” said I, ‘‘ but all the world are not as he.” 

The professor shook his head and smoked his pipe, giving 
me plainly to understand that he had not a much better 
opinion of the rest of mankind. 

‘‘ But you, sir, how good you are ; here you are giving me 
board and lodging for nothing, till I find my uncle or hear 
from ray friends ; and I am sure I don’t know when that 
will be. If I had money enough I would pay my passage 
again on that coach which brought me- from school. What 
can I do ? I am a burthen to you.” 

My excellent scholar,” replied the sage, “ do not look at 
that box which I caused to be brought here from the Bull 
and Mouth coach-office, as if you would draw the nails out 
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of the lid. You are a companion to me, you repay me by 
your talk, you are even of more value to me. Did you not 
call on Lady de Quincey to-day, and did you not bring me 
a packet from her? Have I not sent you on a dozen 
errands ? You go where my old legs would not permit me. 
Perhaps in a few weeks you will know me more, and prove 
even more useful than you are. Rest tranquilly assured that 
you are not a burthen to me.*' 

It was a great pleasure to me to hear my new friend speak 
thus, for the doctor and old Flook had instilled into me the 
belief that it was base to be a burthen upon any one. 



CHAPTER XIL 


I CALL ON A LADY OF TITLK. — THE PROFESSOR 
FALLS INTO THE HANDS OF THE PHILISTINES. 

Y new friend, the i)rofessor, had told 
me that he should shortly need my 
services. He was right, the time 
came with the next day. 1 was sit- 
ting reading a shabby old copy of ‘ Lord Bacon’s Essays,’ 
which I had purchased at a bookstall, when the professor 
called to me and told me that he should want me to visit a 
very fashionable lady, in order to obtain an answer to a 
letter which he had written her. 

“It is by appointment,” said the professor; “and she 
wishes to sec you.” 

“ To see me!'' cried I ; “what does she know of me ?” 

“ Very little,” said he; “but she wishes to know some- 
thing. Will you go at once, if you please, for great people 
are punctual ? She may assist you to hnd your uncle.” 
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‘‘Very good, sir,” said I, musing over what he said; “I 
will go.” 

“ Will you dress well, particularly well, if you please, 
Edward ? Let me sec, you are in mourning. That will do ; 
a clean shirt and collar, if you have some in your trunk, and 
some attention to your hair; yes, that will do. You will 
answer all the questions she puts to you, of course, but with 
discreetness; as much discretion as possible, in fact.” 

The profess<'»r walked up and down nervously. His eyes 
were twinkling upon me, now on my own, now fixed on my 
mouth, continually restless, continually on the alert. 

“ You amK tell no secrets of our prison-hoiiscv * Pcrconta- 
fotrni Ui-iifn vtun i^arrulus idem esi,* that’s in the Latin 
grammar, is it not ? You do not wish to be known as a 
blab?” 

“lean tell s^^'rets, sir,” said I, puzzled very much, 
“for in fact I know none.” 

“ (1o(m1, very good : ? great Talleyrand used to say that 

the only way to make «uan keep a secret was never to 
trust him with one — goon, exca ’ent! Ah, Talleyrand, you 
should have been in my pre *>sior And now, young sir,” 
he continued, giving n e the address and some money, “ take 
:in omnibus--'* away, — from shades of night unto the light of 
d I myself will convey you to your carriage.” 

« ‘deleft the room together, locked up carefully, and were 
soon in Holborn, whence 1 took an omnibus to Park Lane. 

The professor, in his theatrical way, had quoted some tag 
or rhyme in a pantomime, about the change of scene I 
.should witness. His verse was right; it was indeed a pas- 
sage from night to day, to come from a noisome and close 
court, where wailing children, and noisy, quarrelsome women 
left us no peace, night or day. As 1 walked into the open 
town down Park Lane, wth its noble old-fashioned man- 
sions, its trees and flowering shrubs, and the gay people in 
fine dresses riding and driving up and down, I could not 
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help marking the change between the very rich and the very 
poor. These seemed a different race of beings from those. 
Hunger and dirt had done its worst upon my neighbours in 
Leather Lane, from the two-months squalid baby, with its weak 
and peevish cry, to the old beldame of seventy-five, who, 
with bent back and palsy-shaken hand, implored charity of 
those who were nearly as poor and helpless as herself. 

Here were people rich, healthy, and beautiful ; oh, how 
sweet and roseate were the cheeks of the ladies; how glossy, 
and curled, and scented the hair of the children who, under 
the care of the nursemaid, quite a lady herself, were taking 
their morning’s walk. How beautiful were the horses, how 
noble and brave the riders. My heart expanded within me, 
I blessed them all as my fellow creatures, even if I were 
destitute and lonely and they so rich and grand. But sud- 
denly my forlorn condition came upon me and I bent my 
head to hide my tears. 

At last I reached a grand house, which unlike the others 
had not a garden in front, but was one of some few which 
stood back with the pavement up to their doors. I knocked 
a niodest double knock and waited. I waited so long that 
I was about to repeat my summons, when I heard a voice 
beneath me crying — 

“ Hallo ! you boy, it’s no use knocking; wot d’yer want? 
Ring the kitchen bell.” 

Lady Clanboyle,” said I ; ‘‘I have a note for her.” 

‘‘Who from, boy?” said the footman, languidly. The 
magnificent creature was in undress above, but his legs were 
arrayed in yellow plush and cloth gaiters, he being evidently 
getting ready to attend the carriage in its morning drive. Hb 
came from the area and opened the door for me, and looked 
down at me with good-natured condescension. 

“ Who from, did you say, young feller ?” said he. 

“ Professor Peter Garle,’* said I. 

“ Oh, Perfessor Garle,” said he ; “ well, if it’s hiusic, we 
don’t think mtich of that he answered* 
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“ I believe my lady wished to speak with mej^ said I, 
mildly. 

Oh, you, eh I why she don’t want a page boy, do she ?’* 

It was lucky for the professor that his envelope was thick 
and secure, for the footman turned it over and over, as if he 
would have read it through the cover, and then diving into 
the kitchen appeared with his livery coat half on and half 
off, and with a silver salver in his hand ; depositing the letter 
thereon he adjusted his coat hurriedly, and with the words, 
“Now just wait, will yer,” left me to my reflections in the 
passage. 

They were soon broken by the same individual coming 
down stairs with the salver reversed and asking me “ to walk 
up to me leddy.” He was much more polite this time, and 
absolutely called me “ sir.” 

I was shown into a fine drawing-room, the walls of which 
were covered with a paper richly paneled and gilt, and the 
tables, of which there were many, were laden with richly 
bound books, knick-nackery, and bijouterie, I'he windows, 
which opened lengthways, let in the perfume of roses and 
mignionette, which stood in boxes outside; Venetian blinds 
warded off the sun, and muslin curtains, trimmed and worked 
with pink silk, waved backwards and forwards in the summer 
air. 

I looked for an inhabitant to this splendid room and saw 
none ; but a sweet, gentle voice addressed me, and turning 
to whence it came I saw a little old lady, dressed as plainly 
as any housekeeper, in black, who begged me to come to 
her. She sat in an invalid-chair, stuffed and padded, and 
seemed so small that she was nearly swallowed up in its 
recesses. 

She looked at me earnestly. “You are in mourning,” 
said she — “ for whom ?” 

“ For a father, my lady.” 

“Ah)” she said sadly, “a sad loss, a sad loss \ I tod hav^ 



48 


OUT AND ABOUT. 


lost one as near and dear as any father, nearer and dearer a 
thousand times.” 

Poor lady I ” I thought, as I watched her pale, delicate 
face. 

But I,*' she continued, “ have riches and luxuries ; what 
must the loss be when accompanied by poverty and other 
trials.” 

‘‘The person who writes here,” she continued, “recom- 
mends your case very highly. Tell me how you are situated.” 

I remembered the professor s recommendation to be dis- 
creet, but seeing that I could really do no harm by telling 
my own story, I did so, without any attempt at pathos or 
exaggeration. The truth, thought I, will prevail. 

“ Poor boy, poor boy 1 ” said the lady, when I had 
finislied ; “ alone in London — how dreadful ! AVhat would 
you have done had it not been for your friend ? Mere,” she 
said, “ I can see the truth in your face, take this ; my almoner 
shall wait on you and see that you do not want. In the 
mean time I will see whether something permanent cannot 
be done for you.” 

She held out to me two guineas, wrapped in a piece of 
silver paper, and rung a little bell which was on her table, 
thus intimating to me that the interview was at an end. 

I felt somewhat humiliated at taking the money. I 
did not like to become an object of charity, and I had a 
great inclination to tell the professor when I reached his 
rooms that I would try and walk my way back to Hunting- 
donshire to the kind old doctor again, but when I reached 
his house I did not have an opportunity of doing so. 

The truth was that the professor was, as he termed it, 
in the hands of the Philistines. How he reached that 
temporary destination the next chapter will tell the reader. 
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CHAPTER XIUp 

HOW I RAN FOR MY LIFE. 


E professor had told me that if 
I chose I might remain away 
from our court, to breathe the 
fresh air of the parks, for some 
sliort time, and I was glad to 
lie in the grass, looking up into 
the pure sky, far away from the 
noise and trouble of our court. 
Jt was, therefore, nearly four 
o’clock in the afternoon when 
I returned. 1 had bought some biscuits, and made my 
dinner upon them in the park, but I was hungry enough to 
look forward with some relish to the comfortable tea which 
I knew the professor would prepare for me. 

When I arrived at the entrance of our court I was, 
perhaps, not very much astonished to see two policemen 
there, because in my short experience, I had found that the 
presence of the law, embodied in blue coats and pewter 
buttons, was not unusual there ; but I noticed them with an 
ominous and ill-defined dread. 

This feeling amounted to positive terror when I found 
ahother of the fraternity at our door ; I had a presentiment 
that all was not right with my protector. *My presentiment 
was true. 

The professor, smiling blandly, as if nothing was the 
matter, sat at his own table, whilst an officer in plain clothes, 
one, I believe, of the Mendicity Society, sat opposite to him, 
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with his eye fixed upon him, and another was opening and 
shutting all the drawers and cupboards in the room. 

“ I think, said one at last, tapping a bundle of letters 
which he held in hi#’ hand, “ that these will be enough for 
him.” 

“ I think so too. They will do your business, master.” 

“ Very good,” returned the professor, jocularly. “ I think, 
gentlemen, that you must be the best judges of the matter. 
Nevertheless, I do not quite despair; there is the glorious 
uncertainty of the law.” 

“No uncertainty here, gov’nor,” answered one of his 
captors. You’re booked, safe as houses.” 

“As houses!” returned the professor. “A curious ex- 
pression. Some houses are not safe ; thieves break in and 
steal.” 

“ Better that,” said the Mendicity officer, “ than going 
coaxing honest people out o’ theii* money; a swindling of 
them.” 

The professor shrugged his shoulders, as much as to say 
that the terms were harsh and should not be applied to him, 
then he took snuff in a very elegant way, and was in the 
act of quietly tapping one or two grains of dust from his nose 
when he perceived my scared and terrified face looking at 
him from the door. 

“ Ah 1” cried he, ‘‘ my nephew, gentlemen, from the 
country. A fine day in the parks, Edward, no doubt 1” 

“ Please, sir,” — said I, stammering, for the two officers and 
the professor were all looking at me with open eyes. 

“ My dear Edward,” said the latter, very softly, and with 
the words caution, silence, discretion, written on his speaking 
countenance as plainly as ever I saw in any book in my life, 
“ my dear Edward, I do not want you to stay here to-night; 
you had better hurry back home. In fact, I cannot give 
you a welcome, as these doors will be closed. You will 
take these” (he gave me two letter^ opened, and out of their 
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envelopes), “ which you can read at your leisure. I shall 
go away from here in a few minutes in company with these 
very pressingly-kind gentlemen — 

The policemen looked at each other and grinned. 

And shall be absent froni home a short time. You 
therefore had better get back as quickly as you can.” 

He waived me off as he said this, and taking my proffered 
hand, squeezed it gently, and left half a sovereign in my 
grasp. He then looked very earnestly and with much 
meaning at the door. 

“The fact is,” said the policeman, sternly, just as I was 
about to speak, “ the law wants your uncle, yoling gentleman, 
and must have him. I aint got nothing again you at present; 
so now just cut.” 

“Aye, dear Edward,” said Peter Garle, nodding his 
venerable head, “ in the language, delightfully symbolical, 
of the officer, you had better ‘cut,' that is, run away, at 
once.” 

I needed no second bidding. I placed the letters in my 
pocket, and bounded down the stairs like a frightened 
animal. It might have been that, perceiving my terrified 
state, the policemen at the door were willing to humour me, 
for one of them, as I passed, made a feint to catch me, but 
I avoided him, and away I went. 

I had a vague idea that some terrible phantom — my 
impersonation of the majesty of the law, was pursuing me. 
My chin, as the Spanish proverb says, was upon my shoulder, 
for I looked backwards as I fled, expecting every moment 
to see some terrible fellow with a sword, or at least a police- 
man's truncheon, drawn and rushing after me. 

So I fled up Back Hill, and along Leather Lane, between 
the stalls of the costermongers, overturning some of them, 
and being objurgated accordingly. Here a crowd of boys, 
fancying I was running a race, made way for me, and cheered 
me on, much to my disturbance. I therefore turned down a 
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short street and got into Hatton Garden, where I had a fair 
field, had not some apprentice or errand boys of the 
jewellers, who abound there, cried out, at the top of their 
voices, ‘‘Hot beef!” or some vulgar London imitation of 
“ Stop thief 1” and, for a short time, joined in chase of me. 

I had at school won several matches at running, and fear 
now gave me wings to my feet. Believing that I was 
pursued with the terrible cry which tlie boys set up, and 
wondering that none of the passengers in any way interfered 
with me, I again plunged on and on, straining every nerve 
and sweating at every pore. By the time 1 had reached 
Hatton Garden; where it joins Holborn, I had distanced all 
iny pursuers except one, who, with an obstinate determination 
not to be beaten (which some boys have), still kept up the 
chase, about a hundred feet behind me. Panting, puffing, 
struggling, the mischievous fellow still had the hardihood to 
call, at intervals, his terrible war-cry, which sounded like 
“ Stop thief I” 

I therefore “doubled,” turned down Holborn for a few 
yards, then up the hill again, and away I went as far as 
Lincoln’s Inn Fields, terribly tired and spent, and ready to 
drop but through my fear. I believe I distanced my 
pursuer here, for I did not see him, and had leisure spare 
enough to tighten a leathern strap which I wore round my 
waist, and to look round a little before I again started on a 
slow trot. I turned to the left, towards the West End, ran 
along the north side of the square, and then without any 
definite object, turned down the west side, and retraced my 
course along tlic south, arriving, at a slow trot, just in time 
to see my old enemy wiping his face and looking about hint 
for the object of his chase. 

Immediately he saw me he gave a yell of triumph, and 
iway he dashed after me. Without knowing where I went 
I dashed clown Portugal Street, reached the network of 
courts about Claie Market, passed through them to the left, 
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and, somehow, reached the Strand. I turned, then eastward, 
and ran, staggering and panting, till I saw St. Paul's 
Cathedral, with its gilded cross rise glittering in the sky 
before me. I ran on towards it, without any defined aim, 
but somehow thinking that it would be an ark of refuge for 
me. The mischievous tormentor, the London boy, still 
panted after me in the distance, I still believing him to be 
a terrible agent of the police, and he yet, for pure fun and 
mischief, continuing the pursuit. 

I was so tired and wearied with the exertion that he, 
knowing much better than I the ground and the manner of 
passing amongst a crowd in London streets, .had gained on 
me so much that, at the bottom of Bridge Street, he nearly 
touched my shoulder. The terror of b^ing captured gave 
me new speed and diverted me from my purpose. I turned 
down Bridge Street, and ran as fast as I could towards the 
bridge. 

The new start I gave distanced my pursuer, who was 
completely beaten. He . stayed and panted, out of breath, 
somewhere near the great gateway of Bridewell, and I ran 
on to the bridge. I looked round and found that I was 
without pursuers ; but I, like my rival, was out of breath 
and exhausted. Seeing, therefore, that no one watched me, 
I dashed down the steps to the river, and, passing lightly 
over many boats that lay there, hurried down into the stern- 
sheets of one, panting with exhaustion, weary with fatigue, 
footsore with running, and terrified out of my senses. I was 
glad to get anywhere out of sight and out of pursuit. I 
therefore covered myself over with a huge roll of tarpaulin, 
and thus lay perdue in the boat, perspiring at every pore, 
and with only one fixed purpose in my mind, which was to 
lie till all pursuit was over, and then to find out some coach- 
office wherefrom a coach went to the country town where 
Dr. Leatherby lived, and then, partly by walking and partly 
with the money 1 had about me, return to my adopted 
father, like a lost son. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 





I FALL AMONGST VERY STRANGE FELLOWS, AND 
MEET WITH MR. JOHN BOBUS, A.B. 


HE gentle swaying backwards and 
forwards of the boat on the river, 
the heat and fatigue I had under- 
gone, sent me quietly to sleep 
under the old tarpaulin. I lay 
there in the stern-sheets like a child in the cradle, quietly 
rocked to rest, and forgetful of all my troubles or my sorrows. 
Blessed sleep of youth ! which yields and comforts all care, 
and extracts for a time the sharpest sting of fate ! 

I was shortly awakened. Evening had fallen around me 
as I lay, and when, shaken by one or two heavy jars, as of 
men stepping into my place of retreat, I awoke and peeped 
out of my hiding hole, I saw the sunset gilding the river and 
purpling the evening clouds above my head. I saw, too, 
the figure of a huge, brawny fellow, in a tarpaulin hat, who 
quietly took off his pea-jacket, and rolling it up into a 
bundle, threw it into the stern-sheets. A tobacco-box and a 
piece of pigtail tobacco, which were in the pocket, formed 
a mass hard enough to hit me a shrewd blow on the head, 
but I dared not cry out, and the sailor did not see me. 

Presently he shouted out, in a voice which seemed to split 
the air, and which was more like a giant’s voice than any I 
had yet heard, Liberty men— liberty Jacks, ahoy there !” 
upon which three or four stout fellows came tumbling down, 
and taking off their jackets, set themselves to row. Tfce 
first one loosened the boat, and taking a boat-hook, soon 
pushed her free from the craft amongst which she was lying.' 
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he said at last, breaking silence, for they all 
seemed glum and very dull, we’ve bin and gone and lost 
him, or my name am’t Bobus.” 

Umph I ” grunted the others, with a strong pull at the 
oars, and sending the boat flying through the tide, which had 
turned some little time and was then running out. 

“What’ll Cap’en Seth say — ^what will he say? He’ll 
cashier the lot on us, he will, and we orter heaved anchor at 
the full we ort, leastways at turn. As sure as my name’s 
Jack Bobus, he’ll do without us.” 

“ ’Tis all along o* you bein’ so tender ’arted,*-* said another ; 

“ you might a* bin sure the boy wanted hip mother, a tender 
boy like that ’un. No good, no good — a soft handed feller ! ” 

“ Soft hands and softer ’art,” said old Bobus, with a sigh ; 

“ and that’s why I liked him, poor little Billee.” Wliereon 
another, with a big but musical voice, sang out — 

‘ Yo ho, poor little Billee I 
Oh, ho, for little Billee ! 

There was guzzling Dick, 

And guttling Ned, 

And lazy Jack, 

And handy Ted, 

And likewise was little Billee I ” 

The four joined in a melancholy howl as they rowed on, 
and as they shot the bridge their deep voices echoed under 
it, making the arches ring again, and the people on the top 
of it look down and wonder. As it was very dark, I 
ventured to push aside Bobus’s coat and the tarpaulin, and 
,to peep at their upturned faces and manly throats. 

“ All right, for’ard,” said one, when they were silent. 

“ Right it is,” said Bobus. “ Whaf will the cap’en say? — 
poor Cap’en Seth! He’ll think as we’ve drowned Billee.” 

' “ The rummest dodge,” said another, in a comforting way, * 
“as ever I did heer. I’ve heerd o’ boys who ran away to sea, 
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but niver o* one who ran 2c<Nz.yfrom it. Poor Captain Seth! 
he was fond of that lad — a cousin, warn’t it?” 

“ A niece, I think,” said Bobus, reflectingly. 

‘‘ What ! not a woman creetur, surely !” returned the other. 

“ Maylike,” said another, “soft handed and soft hearted, 
you know, eh! Bobus.” 

“A little foot Billee had,” continued Bobus, “a little foot, 
and precious *fraid a getting up the shrouds.” 

“She was a *oman — a course she was,” ejaculated the 
other three in chorus. 

“As rum stories a bin herd before,** said Bobus. “There 
was that young ’oman as wint out in the Harry Thusa, with 
Cap’en Brooke, and as riz to be leftenant o* marines.” 

“And that one as was shot cos she wouldn’t strip her back 
to bear the cat, and was diskivered to be a *oman by the 
surgeon. Billee was a *oman, and *as changed his clothes 
and gone home to see his mother.” 

The simple seamen seemed agreed in this, and I have no 
doubt but they would have told Cap’en Seth Smith some 
similar story, had not the sequel turned out differently. 
Bobus, who kept continually adjuring his own name, was 
very much afraid of meeting the captain, for it seems that 
it was through his intervention alone that little Billy, the 
cabin-boy, was allowed to go on .shore. 

So, when they reached the ship, and had shouted out, 
which they all did, with most powerful voices, “Ship ahoy!” 
and had attracted the notice of the watch, fastened the boat 
to the stancheons, and were ready to mount the side, 
Master Bobus was the last to leave the boat. He whispered 
hoarsely to the man above — 

“ Wot does Cap’en Seth say?” 

“ Bin a asking arter the boat and the boat’s crew a many 
times. Didn’t expect as you would a play’d him sich a trick, 
an old man-a-war’s man tool” 

“Ah! I knowed ^so,” returned Bobus, with a groan, “I 
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knowed the cap’en — I knowed as how he trusted Jack 
Bobus.” 

“ AVh??re’s the boy, too, a young monkey? He ort to run 
up the ladder like a monkey by this time. Wots the matter 
with him? Does he want to swing up in a chair like a 
female lady? Send him up, Bobus — send him up.” 

‘‘Send up wot?” said Jack, fumbling at the oars and boat- 
hook, and hardly stirring himself. 

“Come, look alive! You’re just about as orkard as a 
purser s clerk. Send up the boy, and come yourself.” 



Bobus evidently dared not answer, but was coming aft, 
muttering something about his pea-jacket, and fumbling for 
it in the dark, when I, seeing that it was my last *chan'ce, 
jumped up and cried out, “ Here am I, sir!” 

“ Bless my eyes !” cried old Bobus, ncarJy falling overboard 
.. in surprise. “ Why, if it isn^t little Billee !” 

He made no more ado, but caught me up like a doll in 
one arm, and running up the rope ladder, carried me on 
deck to the light at the binnacle, crying in his delight, “ IVe 
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found her, Fve found her! Nearly broke my heart, she did, 
a young rogue. This *ere’s the lad. Cap’en Seth, Cap’en 
Seth, I have found the little Billee.” 

The greater part of the crew rushed forward at the cry of 
old Bobus, the captain who was being informed by one of 
the boat’s crew of the desertion of the boy ran to me, and 
I was dropped out of Bobus’ arms before the captain and 
crew of the “ Lively Bessy,” a brig of some hundred and 
fifty tons burden, fitted out by private enterjirise and charity 
to join in the search, which had long being going on almost 
without hope, but still with bravery and faith, for Sir John 
Franklin. 


CHAPTER XV. 


I AM INTRODUCED TO THE ^‘LIVELY BESSY,” CAPTAIN SETH 
SMITH, AND CO TO SEA. — NORTHWARD HO I 



HE ‘^Lively Bessy” was a 
very little ship for so great 
a purpose, but the hearts of 
her captain and lier crew 
were truly great. All the 
crew were picked men, and 
men, too, picked from those 
who had volunteered for the 
service. 

The hull of the Bessy” 
was of immense strength, to 
stand the pressure of the 
ice-laden ocean she was in- 


tended to navigate. She was indeed double, and could have 
been described as a ship within a ship. An outer sheeting 
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of two-and-a-half-inch oak was covered with a second of the 
same material. Strips of sheet-iron extended also from the 
bows to the beam, as a shield against the cutting action of 
the ice. The very decks were double, and the cracks of the 
planking were stuffed with tarred oakum, so that they were 
water-tight; between the double decks also was a layer of 
tarred felt. The interior was lined with a layer of cork, the 
non-conducting power of which we felt in the northern seas. 
The winch, capstan, and patent windlass were of the newest 
and strongest make. Along the length of the ship extra sets 
of beams, at distances of four feet, ran ; these could be 
shipped or unshipped at pleasure, and to save us from being 
crushed by the ice; whilst forward, from kelson fo deck, was 
a mass of seven feet of solid timber from the cut-water, so 
that no mass of ice, however solid, could crush in our bows ; 
for it was the opinion of our captain, and many others, that 
if the brave and good Sir John had lost his ships, it was 
through their being crushed by the ice-bergs. Amidships, 
that is, in the centre of the vessel, was a little hurricane- 
house, in which was the galley fire which cooked for all 
hands. A large iron funnel from this circulated the heat 
around it, and was intended to melt the snow, and so pro- 
vide us with fresh water to drink. We had, besides, an 
armourer’s forge, ice-anchors, extra cables, whale-boats, 
harpoons, &c., and warming-stoves for below. 

Our crew:, consisted of the captain, Seth Smith, actually a 
second lieutenant in the Royal Navy; an acting master and 
first officer; a midshipman, who was at least twenty-one 
years of age; a doctor; John Bobus, the boatswain; and 
thifteen men, and one boy, making a crew of nineteen. I 
believe that at the time I finished the last chapter about 
twelve out of the number were looking at me as I stood, 
half afraid and half ashamed, in the midst of them. 

“ Why," said one, with a grin, taking hold of my aim, 
** this here aint our little Billee, cap’en; Bobus has bin and 
dianged him." 
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** Pass the word for Bobus,” said the captain. 

Bobus stood forward. 

“Now, tell me, what has become of the boy William?” 

Bobus looked first at the captain and then at me. “ Are 
you sartin sure, sir,” said he, in a desperate case, “ are you 
sartin sure as how t’aint the same.*' 

“The same, stupid,** returned the captain, in a fume; 
“look yourself.” 

Bobus took a lanthorn from one who held it near, and, 
peering down into my face, cried, “ Well, it aint little Billee, 
arter all.** 

“Pish!” said the captain. “And now, youngster, give an 
account of yourself, will you? How did you come into our 
boat?” 

“ Please, sir,’* said I, touching my cap to him, as I had 
seen the others do, “ if I could speak to you alone, I would 
tell you. I ran away, sir; but not from home.” 

“Umph,”said Captain Smith; “so did our boy. How- 
ever, it is almost too late to put you on shore. We can do 
that at Gravesend, perhaps. Meanwhile, whilst we weigh 
anchor and start, come down and tell your story,” 

I did tell my story, and in sucli a way that the captain 
became my friend. He asked me whether I would sail with 
him, and take the place left vacant by the run-a-way boy. I 
was only too glad to do so, and not only stepped into my 
predecessor’s place, but also, luckily for me, into his very 
shoes as well, and into his clothes also. Little Billee must 
have been of my size, for his things fitted me uncommonly 
well. I had a corner of a cabin, a chest, and a little 
hammock to myself; and when I had clothed myself ip a 
warm, thick suit of blue broad-cloth, a blue Guernsey, and a 
sailor’s cap, and came on deck, old Bobus came up to me 
again, with a face marked with surprise and wonder, and 
cried with astonishment, “ Why, arter all, I do believe it is 
our little Billee I** 
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I must pass over the beginning of our voyage, for at first 
I was so poorly that I hardly recollect anything. When I 
got quite well, and had my “ sea-legs,” that is, when I could 
stand on the deck without rolling, and could climb up the 
shrouds a little, and make myself useful, we were far away 
from England, and upon the North Sea, steering for Iceland. 
Northward, hoi was our destination, and the “Lively Bessy,” 
although so heavily built, was an excellent sailer. 

Old Bobus grew to be my friend, and, although he never 
quite understood how I got so opportunely into the stern sheets 
of the boat on that eventful night, used to spend many hours 
with me, teaching me the different names of the parts of the 
ship and rigging near me. Now, one of old Dr. Leatherl)y\i 
maxims, and a very good one, too, was that you can never 
learn too much; that is, you can never acquire too much good 
knowledge, and almost all knowledge, properly so caUed, is 
good. I was so persuaded of the truth of this, that I liad 
determined through life to put it into practice, and I 
therefore grew an apt scholar under the tuition of old Bobus. 
Having practised my memory, it became a very good one, 
and I soon mastered all I wanted to know of the details of 
the ship. 

“Ned,” he would say, “if so be as you are not Billee, 
what am I going to do?” 

We were in shore, near one of the northern islands, when 
he spoke. He had a plummet and a coil of rope in his 
hands, and presently jumping into the chains he swung it 
once or twice round his head. 

“You are sounding,” said I. 

“ That’s right, Ned ; now look,” and away he threw the lead 
to a good distance in front of the ship’s course. 

“ Keep your hi on,’' cried he, as the line, marked » l equal 
distances, run out. Presently the lead touched the bottom, 
or plumbed, as he called and the ship sailing ( uwards we 
were quite over the spot where it fell| so that the line when 
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lield up was perpendicular. At ten fathoms of line a knot 
is tied, and it was to just within one fathom of the knot that 
the lead plumbed. “Sing out, Ned,” cried Bobus, “what 
is it?” 

“ By the deep nine/* I shouted, trying to imitate the deep 
musical cry of the sailors. 

“ Good,** grunted Bobus, much pleased ; “ he isn*t a lubber, 
he isn’t; we shall make a sailor of him as sure as my name is 
Jack Bobus.*’ 

So we sailed onwards, everything was new around* me, I 
was pleased and happy. I tried to do my duty as my old 
master had' taught me, and in this instance of duty one has 
only to try to succeed. Bobus was of great use to me ; he 
was as willing to teach as I to learn. 1 learnt what seamen 
called sea-going things, blocks, bolts, rove tackle, bobstays, 
ratlines, futtocks, shrouds, all sorts of names, in short, from 
the figure-head, and a very pretty one was that of the “Lively 
Bessy,** to the sternpost, Bobus questioned me and taught me. 

My proficiency pleased the captain much ; he himself see- 
ing that I took an interest in the ship taught me a good deal 
too, and the time passed happily enough. 

I had almost forgotten to say that in looking into my 
clothes, which I had left off and packed up when I took to 
little Billy’s legacy, I found the two letters which Professor 
Garle had put into my hands when I ran away so hurriedly. 
They were from Dr. Leatherby and from Mrs. Taw, both of 
them fid! of kindness and goodness, begging me to come 
back to the school and to live with them, “ If my uncle had 
disappointed me,** so they said, “ they would not.** 

My eyes filled with tears as I thought of their kindness, 
and I was very angry with the professor who could so — could 
so cruelly — have kept them from me, for I saw by the post- 
mark that they had been written nearly a week before I left 
London, and immediately on the receipt of mine. Come 
back to the old school 1 al^ how distant did it seem to tnci 
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with its quiet playground and its old gables ! I was on the 
great ocean of life, no longer a boy, but a man in thought if 
not in years. I looked forward at the wide sea flecked and 
dotted with ice, I looked backwards at the sea behind us ; I 
prayed for my friends, but I saw^it was too late to go back. 
I determined to go foiward, onward, and upward. 
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STILL NORTHWARD HO ! — THK REGJONS OF THE ICE. 

had made its appearance in small masses in the sea 
for some little time before we made land, but our old 
^ glaHcc tliut it was only that which 
had been floated by the gulf stream from the fields of ice far 
north, for when early in July we reached Iceland and put in 
at the Port of Reykjavik, in the magnificent Bay of Tstxa 
Fiord, the thermometer stood at sixty-five, and our officers 
jflayed at chess on deck, and our men went about in their 
shirt sleeves. The bay is magnificent ; from horn to horn its 
width is fifty miles, and around it noble hills rise in an amphi- 
theatre, topped with snow, and appearing, though many niHes 
distant, close to you, on account of the sharpness of the air. 

The captain determined to wait a day or so in this port to 
get some necessaries for his ship, although the men were not 
allowed to go on shore. They were, however, permitted to 
amuse themselves* and various games, boxing and other 
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matches served to beguile the long, long days of the north. 
Long, indeed, when the sun delayed going to bed till midnight. 

One of our sailors, a Londoner, was so proficient in boxing, 
or, as he called it, the noble ’art of self-defence,” that few 
could stand up against him, af last, indeed, the majority de- 
clined, seeing very little fun in continually pairying his blows, 
and in getting pretty well punched, without being able to re- 
turn the compliment. The sailor was not a little proud of 
his accomplishment and used to laugh at the rest for not 
coming up “to the scratch.” 

Bobus, the boatswain, at last told him he could find him 
his match, and upon one afternoon the doctor, the master, 
and the seamen, formed a ring to see a little play with the 
gloves. The Londoner, who was a brawny fellow, put him- 
self into an attitude and was delighting himself by stretching 
his muscles and walking about like a lion. 

“Come, Mr. Bobus,” he cried, “come on, where’s your 
champion, sir; ’tisn’t the boy, is it ?” 

“ No, ’tisn’t the ship boy,” said old Bobus, coming forward 
with a great hulking fellow, a Cornishman, who knew no 
more of boxing than a girl; “no, hisn’t ship boy, but ’tis 
a Cornish boy as will play with you.” 

“ Oh, that fellow,” said the Londoner, “ why he don’t 
know how to handle his fisties.” 

“ No more he doant, yet u’ll tak’ you,” said the Cornish- 
man, fumbling at one glove and then at the other. 

The cockney looked very disdainfully at liim as he stood 
opposite him, and scarcely held his guard. Meantime the 
Cornishman placed himself before his adversary, and sug- 
gested that they should begin their “ geame.” 

“Very good,” said his antagonust. 

Now beginning “the geame,” in the Cornishman’s idea, 
was the funniest way that I had ever seen. He first warned 
his opponent that the only safe way of fighting him consisted 
in “ a watching of his hi,” at which the Londoner laughed. 

P 
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Neaw, lad/* said the Comishman, neaw’s the time, watch 
my hi/’ and he put himself in a strange attitude, drew him- 
self backwards, almost to the ground, one leg bending close 
under him, and then springing up as a snake might spring 
at its prey, he hit, with all his force and the whole impetus 
of his body, his adversary on the nose. The motion was so 
quick, the position so strange, and the manoeuvre so un- 
expected that the blow told with a Jremendous effect. 
Luckily the men had boxing-gloves on, or it would, I am 
afraid, have proved fatal. As it was, the blood spirted from 
the face of the Londoner and he fell down with great force, 
and he was obliged to be carried below, very much hurt. 

Pilbeam,** shouted Bobus, to the Comishman, “ if I was 
in a king’s ship I would give you a round dozen for that 
blow. If that’s how you play, what do you call earnest ?’* 

“ I tauld him,” returned the other, looking sheepishly, ‘‘ I 
tauld him to mind my hi /**and this was the only apology 
they could get out of him. ‘‘Mind your hi,** returned Bobus, 
indignantly ; the fellow wanted taking down, but not knock- 
ing down. I thought you knew how to box.” 

“That’s what they call it in our country,” said the fellow, 
sulkily. 

“Well, come,” returned Bobus, “you shan’t march out with 
all the honours of war, you shan’t. Can you play at single- 
stick?” 

“ Yes,” said Pilbeam, “ rayther.” 

“ Come, then,” said Bobus, “ here, bring two rattans for- 
ward, and we will show you how they play aboard a man of- 
war.” ^ 

Nothing loth, the Comishman stood up manfully, and 
when the two canes were brought, Bobus gave him the 
choice, and then they set to. The playing was excellent ; 
Bobus wanting to give Pilbeam a punishment, and he being 
equally ready to guard himself from the blows. At length 
they were so exgited, that they entirely neglected guarding, 
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and merely struck at each other. In this contest Bobus had 
the best, and at last a smart blow on the wrist which he gave 
Pilbeam nearly disarmed him, his hand hung down uselessly; 
his blows were simply the blows of a child. Upon this, 
greatly to my astonishment, Bobus improving the occasion, 
and taking advantage of his enemy’s disabled state, gave 
him a good sound caning over his back and shoulders. 

“ There you be/* said he, when his adversary, grinning 
spitefully, had lifted up his hand in token of defeat, ‘‘ I will 
teach you how to play fair, and to knock a honest fellow 
down, ril dust your jacket for you, or my name is not 
Jack Bobus.’* 

Pilbeam slunk away ; his hard carcass covered, I will be 
bound, with wheals and bruises, and the rest of the crew 
laughing at him, and applauding Bobus.** 

The next day we left the harbour, and sailed still mpre 
northward. We soon sighted Cape Nord, and passing about 
70® N., came in with the outline of the ice track in summer. 
We had need then of our winter clothing, and that of the 
cabin boy who had left us, came in very well for me. By the 
doctor’s advice I put on a very thick netted silk and cotton 
shirt next to my skin, over that a thickly ribbed woollen 
Guernsey shirt, then a frock which came below my waist, 
seal-skin trowsers, with the skin inside, woollen stockings 
over my own little thread socks, and boots, with the fur 
inside, which pulled up over my knees. By the excellent pre- 
cautions which had been taken, officers and men were alike 
wrapped up excellently. Over the head we wore first a 
woollen cap, which came down the nape of the neck and 
met the collar, and then over that a kind of fur helmet, with, 
for very severe weather, a mask with two holes in it, to pro- 
tect the eyes, and a like aperture through for the nostrils and 
mouth. When we approached the Arctic regions all these 
appliances were necessary, and even insufficient to keep out 
the coldi 
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Strange too, it was, to me, to be in a region where the sun 
might be said never to set. At eleven o’clock at night we had 
daylight, and a sun full of brilliancy and glory. Our doctor 
and captain took scientific observations, and made sketches 
and drawings of the Aurora Borealis during the winter, which 



we were obliged to pass there ; but the crew were, with 
Bobus and myself, always busy in clearing away the ice, in 
working with the ice saw, in hunting bears, or shooting seals. 
The flesh of these animals we ate, for the scur\»y — the scourge 
of seamen fed upon salt junk — made its appearance amongst 
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the crew, and was only kept down by the ftesh meat, which 
we supplied ourselves with by hunting and shooting. 

At about 7 2° N. and 7 W., we, for the first time, sighted 
Jan Mayen. We had to thread our way amongst the loose 
floes of ice. A floe is a large floating patch of ice, as large, 
I thought, as a small island. When these were of such large 
dimensions, that the man who went up to the masthead could 
not see their boundaries, then they were called fields ; and, 
strickly speaking, a fleld is a larger floe. Round the edges of 
these, borne on by the current, and broken up and crumbled 
with the force of the large field, were smaller masses, which 
Bobus called ice brash. When the ice islands were open 
enough for us to pass through easily, it was termed loose^ 
operty or drift ice ; and large mountains of ice floating about 
in the sea, glittering and shining in tke sunlight like brilliant 
glass, were named icebergs. Some of these were as big as 
cathedrals ; some had spires and towers, and caves beneath 
them, through which the water rushed and ran, and at the 
slippery sides of which the waves washed and licked, like 
living tongues of water. 

The fjrst sight of Jan Mayen, so named from the Dutch 
captain who first discovered the island, was grand indeed. It 
was so cold that one could not hold on to the rigging, and 
we were surrounded and shut out from every thing by a deep 
curtain of mist, gray and dark, which hung over us like a 
pall. Our captain paced the deck anxious and scarcely know- 
ing how far he was from the shore. We were obliged to 
proceed very cautiously, bumping and grinding against the 
floating ice, when, just as we least expected it, the curtain of 
the mist was lifted up, and opened far above our heads, and 
there, hundreds of feet above us, as if hung in the sky, was 
the peak of the gigantic mountain covered with crystal glit- 
tering snow. Wonders of wonders, beautiful and grand, even 
in the desert ocean, far away from the track of man, God 
prepares His landscapes and great pictures full of solemn 
might, of majesty, and awe. 
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Our boat shortly afterwards landed on the bleak shore, and 
in a tin case, bound round a short pole fixed in the earth, we 
placed a record of our visit, to testify to any ship that might 
come after us that the Lively Bessy” and her captain had 
been thus far upon the search for him who now, alas ! never 
will be found — one of those great captains and discoverers 
of whom England has produced so many, and who have 
gone down age after age to penetrate and gauge tlie^ wonders 
of the Arctic regions. 
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FROZEN TO death! ALONE ON THE ARCTIC SEA. 


^ERE I to chronicle the events of every day, or 
indeed to write down the story of each week, in 
this my first voyage, I don’t know when I should 
finish my story, I mast tell it, therefore, as briefly as 


I can. 

We soon left Jan Mayen, and sailed northward to pro- 
secute our search. Our men were as anxious as the captain, 
and under his directions, Bobus had fitted up a cask, which, 
stuffed with wool and straw, was hoisted up to the masthead, 
ai>d there fixed. It was called a crow’s nest, and there a 
man, relieved every half hour, stood with his glass in hand, 
looking out for a sail, for land, or for any present danger, 

I had myself mounted one day, watching with Bobus the 
progress of a fine iceberg which floated down towards us 
with a slightly rotatory motion. We had not been watching. 
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long when a side was presented towards us which we had 
not before seen. 

“Look, Bobus,’* cried I, in amazement, “look there; 
there is a man !” 

“As sure as my name’s Jack Bo — I” He did not finish 
the sentence because he was so surprised, for there, seated 
on the berg, in a cavity which formed round him like a 
natural arm-chair, with his head leaning on his hand, and 
his arm on his knee, was an English sailor. His hair blew 
wildly about, and his hat was off, and his garments, loose, 
and covered with hoar frost, blew towards us, so that I 
thought he beckoned us. 

“Yo ho! shipmate. Yo ho!” cried Bobus, franticly. 
“Yo ho! What cheer?” 

The figure never stirred nor answered. The wind blew 
out the hair and ragged garments as before. 

The men were all astir on deck, for they saw the figure, 
and presently the captain came aloft with his glass and 
looked at him earnestly. 

Slowly the berg bore down upon us, the helm was altered 
so that the ship wore round and passed the berg at some 
seventy-feet distance, as nearly as we could with safety to 
ourselves. Bobus, the most hopeful of us all, continued to 
shout as our countryman came near. 

“An English jib,” cried Bobus. “One of Sir John’s men, 
as I make out ; Yo ho! shipmet, Yo ho!” 

“ It’s no use shouting, Bobus, ’’cried the captain. “ He’s been 
dead for weeks, if not for years. He never will speak more.” 

The words had hardly left the captain’s mouth than a cold 
wind blew from the iceberg, and tlie atmosphere, as it does 
always near those immense masses of ice, grew colder. The 
ship wore off from the berg; but, at the same time, as we 
neared it, the very face of the man was presented to us, and 
we could see the sunken cheeks, the pale lips, and the eyes* 
They were open. 




‘look! there is a man.” 
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** Cap’en Seth Smith,** said Bobus, solemnly, that man’s 
alive.’* 

**As dead as last year, or as Pontius Pilate,’* returned 
Captain Seth. “Yo ho! there, on deck; run out a gun, and, 
when I give the word, fire.” 

We had a long gun on deck, with which our doctor, a 
learned man, had been endeavouring to calculate distances 
by the reverberations and echoes. Under his orders it was 
quickly charged with powder only, and made ready, and, as 
the berg floated by, the gunner applied the portfire, and an 
explosion followed, the smoke of which had no sooner 
cleared away than we saw the figure rock slightly backwards, 
and then topple forwards and slide down swiftly the steep 
sides of the iceberg into the sea. All looked with horror 
into the deep ocean, but the waves closed over the dead 
man’s head, and he did not rise again to the surface. 

Ah,” said the captain, I knew how it was. He was 
frozen to death upon that berg.” 

“ How did he get upon it?*’ said the doctor. 

‘‘Heaven only knows. It might have been that the 
turning of the iceberg overwhelmed his ship, and that he, 
being upon the mast, jumped off to the berg, only to see his 
vessel and all hands go down.” 

Bobus had told me that one of the chief dangers of a 
vessel, in this northern ocean, lay in the danger of being 
crushed by a turning berg. They are often prodigiously 
high; but, whatever their height above the water, they have 
six times the depth below. That is, when a mountain of ice 
floats, six sevenths of its bulk are submerged, so that if it 
be only fifty feet high it is three hundred deep. The 
temperature of the water also being higher than that of the 
air, the water being in fact warmer, the ice in the water 
gradually melts, till, the bottom becoming lighter than the 
top, it turns over. Of course, if any ship be near it the ship 
is crushed and borne down. 

“No,” said the doctor, “he is not the last of the band; 
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he may be one of Sir John's men. He may have come 
from that mysterious spot where icebergs are formed, and 
where Sir John has penetrated the Arctic ‘open sea.'” 

All started at the words. Each hoped that they might 
prove true. Every one in the ship had indeed long ago 
discussed the doctor’s theory, that beyond the zone of ice 
which bound in those frozen regions like an iron wall, was a 
vast and, probably, a fresh-water ocean, on the banks of 
which the icebergs were massed together, for we knew that, 
except at the entrance of immense rivers, no large quantity 
of fresh water, such as is contained in a berg, could exist. 

“ Ah,” cried old Bobus, turning to the doctor, “ I bcant a 
book-larncd man, I beant ; but what you says, doctor, about 
that open sea is feasible. About ship, Cap’en Seth; about, 
ship, then, and let us away to find out Sir John.” 

Captain Seth pointed to the iceberg and smiled sadly. 
“Ah, Bobus,” said he, “'tis very easy to talk; but how are 
we to ’bout ship, and pierce through eternal ice. Why, the 
great Parry, wlien he got to latitude 8i, abandoned his ship, 
got upon sledges, and went north; but the drift of the ice 
carried him further south than he could go, and, taking his 
bearings after a long journey, he found himself four miles 
further south than when he started.” 

“ Disappointing enough,” said the doctor. 

“ Aye, aye, but what was he to do? Nature is a great 
giantess, and conquers the most bold of us.” 

“ But she will be subdued in the long run,” continued the 
doctor. “ Who knows but we may some day find out something 
which will mitigate these perpetual snows and icy cold?” 

“Aye, who knows!” said the captain, with a shiver. 

“ Meantime, Bobus, jump into the boat and get aboard the 
berg. Let us see if that poor Jack Tar hath left any 
memorial of himself.” 

We were all willing to be of the party, and I regarded it 
as a great favour that Bobus took me with him in the boat 
The iceberg had floated a little way past us to the stem, but 
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we soon pulled to it. The narrowest part only of it had been 
towards us, for it had many sides, some broad and some 
narrow. We easily made 
out the place where the 
poor fellow, numbed with 
cold, had sat down to 
die, but we could not 
reach it from that place, 
for there the ice rose in 
aperpendicular wall about 
thirty feet high. We 
therefore rowed round 
the berg, which we found 
to be nearly a mile and 
a half in circumference. 

On the opposite side to 
where we first saw our 
countryman irregular 
steps formed by the ice 
gave us a foothold, and, some of the stoutest of our party 
going first, were soon on the berg. 

We traversed it as well as we could, but found no traces 
of our companion, as some had presumed we should, till we 
came to his resting place ; there wc found only three things. 
A pipe, empty indeed, but blackened with smoke; a jack- 
knife, tied with a lanyard such as sailors use, and an empty 
meat-can, one, indeed, such as had been sent out by 
Government and by those who fitted out these northern 
expeditions. We seized these eagerly, and looked round for 
mere relics of the poor fbllow, but found none. 

He aint left no scrap of writing, Ned,” said Bobus, ‘*to 
tell who he was and how he died, or to send his last love to 
his sweetheart.” 

How could he, old spooney?” cried Pilbeam. “ He 
couldn't call for pen an’ ink, could he ?” 

Pilbeam had not forgptten the rattan, and was the only o!ie 
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in our ship who was discontented and ill-natured. Bobus 
looked at him with some contempt, but did not answer. 

‘‘Let's scrape away the ice,*' said one of the sailors; 
“ May be the Jack Tar’s left some notidh o* who he was.” 
We did so, but found no memorial; the meat can had been 
carefully wedged in a fissure, and the knife and pif)e were 
laid on the top of it. We were looking forlornly at the 
place when a gun from the ship gave us the signal to return. 
When we looked in the direction of the shot we could 
hardly make our vessel out. 

“ Let us make haste back, Bobus,” said I, “ or else we 
shall undergo the same fate as our poor friend.” 

“Aye, aye,” cried Bobus, and away we scampered over 
the block to the place where our boat was moored, and 
where one of our men was in charge. We found the descent 
much harder than the ascent, and were indeed so long before 
we all got down into the boat and round the angle ^f the 
berg, that the thick mist and fog parted us from our ship. 
The effect of being alone in the Arctic regions, or at any rate 
seeming so far away from our companions and hidden from 
their sight, hardly knowing where we might drift or whether 
some of the immense masses of ice might not overwhelm us, 
was by no means pleasant. Under the influence of Bobus, 
however, none of us despaired, and as the others rowed and 
he steered according to the directions of a man at the head 
wlio looked out for the masses of ice, I was employed in 
firing off a pistol which I held, so that we should give notice 
to the ship where we were. 

We soon had the relief of hearing them reply, and so 
pulled straight through the fog to the “ Lively Bessy.” 

They were very glad when we got on board, for accidents 
in those seas are frequent enough, and our good captain was 
anxious to bring his men home all safe. “ Well,” said he, 

“ Bobus, and what trace have you found of our countrymen?” 

“ N one, Cap’en Seth,” said Bobus. “ N one *cept these,” and he 
produced the clasp-knife, the tobacco pipe, and the meat can. 
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‘*We didn’t find no* scrap of writinV* said Bobus, in a 
melancholy tone. 

“Eh!” returned the doctor, who had taken the meat can, 
“ How do you know? Have you looked here?” 

He unscrewed the lid of the can as he spoke, with a strong 
wrench, for it had rusted together, and opening it, turned it 
to the light at the binnacle. There, sure enough, were 
letters in rude capitals worked on the inside of the lid with 
the point of the seaman’s knife : 

“John Truman 
Ship ‘Sarah’ 

September 1838. 

LEFT ALONE ON THE ICE. 

MAY THE LORD HAVE MERCY !” 

“Poor fellow, poor fellow! What ship was that, captain?” 

“ The ship Sarah,” said Captain Seth. “I don’t remember 
her name among any of the Arctic searchers. May be she 
was some whaler driven out far north, and then overwhelmed, 
as we guessed before.” 

All this time poor old Bobus was displaying very lively 
emotion; now clasping his hands, now his forehead. “Give 
me the box, doctor,” said he, “and let me look at his 
handwritin’. I know sunimat of that ship.” 

“ Yes,” he continued, as he took the tin, “ that good ship 
Sarah was a North Sea whaler, and as good and tight a ship 
as ever sailed; and this here John Truman — he struck the 
box with his great fist as he said it — “ was my brother-in-law 
and married my only sister, whose name likeways was Sarah, 
long years ago. The good ship and good John never come 
back, no never, never, and John’s parents and wife, who 
never mistrusted him, thought as how she had foundered in 
deep water, and no hands had come to land. She, poor girl, 
lived on a little while and then died, but John’s parents live 
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frozen in ; at one time a huge block of ice was frozen to our 
stern and we drifted with it at the will of the current, here 
and there. Long and melancholy was our voyage. We 
made little way, and at last the real ills of the Arctic regions 
came upon us. Our crew was attacked by scurvy, and we 
had no fresh meat. We had served out to the men lime- 
juice and acids, anti-scorbutic medicines and drinks, but we 
could not ward off the attacks of the scourge. When I 
fell ill with it I w'as oppressed with a deadly lassitude, a 
weakness accompanied with a loathing of life. I wished 
only to sleep, to forget everything and quietly to fall into the 
sea and disappear, as the poor dead mariner had done. ^ 

Our doctor fought nobly against the disease, and some 
bears and white foxes, which were caught by the crew, gave 
us a little animal food, and served us till we weathered the 
worst of it. I, amongst the rest, grew well — youth was in 
my favour — when, worse than all, Captain Seth Smith, the 
doctor, and the first-lieutenant fell ill. 

We were about Lancaster Sound when this disaster came 
upon us, and we beat about there for some time. At last 
Bobus and the others came and told the sick captain that we 
could get no further, and that it would be better to run the 
ship up one of the ice-openings as far as we could, and then 
to make her fast and to winter there. There were tears in 
the poor fellow’s eyes, as he told me afterwards of his deter- 
mination. He had given up all hopes of the open sea. 

“ We shall be warmer in the snow, Ned,” said he ; and 
when perhajis we get the doctor and the cap’en out of the 
ship, so as to have a little exercise, they will be better.” 

“ Perhaps so, Bobus ; but I wish we could find the open 
sea. Sir John is very likely there.” 

“ May be, may be,” sighed he. 

Cheer up, Bobus,” said I ; “we may get to a convenient 
spot; some of the Esquimaux may visit us, and we may 
sledge on for miles and miles.” 
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Bobus shook his head, and looked at the black, fro\vning 
sky, and pointed to the giant form of a drifting berg. 

‘When we sailors go to sea, 

Drearily, oh, drearily 1” 

he sung out. It was the very faintest ghost of a song that 
I ever heard him sing. As he sung a gust of wind drove tlic 
snow into our faces — a drifting, cutting snow, unlike our more 
southern snow-storms; snow which, like hot sand, blinded 
and burnt in its intense cold. I shut my eyes. 

“Hallo !” shouted Bobus, “you’ll have your ear off, Ned, 
if you don’t look out.” 

'J'he lower part of my fur cap had got disarranged and the 
wind had lifted it up, so as to expose one of my cars. In a 
moment it was frozen. The external cartilage was jaundiced, 
and of the consistency of tallow ; it did not pain me, it was 
dead. Bobus, however, set it right in a few minutes by 
catching up a handful of the drift snow and rubbing it violently. 
Then, with an intense pain, sensation came back, and my ear 
was recovered. This was the first time I had been so frozen, 
but others had had their noses, ears, and tongues touched and 
withered by the frost. 

The stern courage of the crew satisfied the captain; he 
determined, like a bold sailor as he was, not to give up the 
search whilst he had life. So, in obedience to his wishes, we 
w^cre driven up an open inlet as far as wc could get, the ice 
saws and the axes of the men set to work, a dock cut in the 
ice, in which the “ Lively Bessy” righted, the block of ice 
being cut off her stern, and in which she was frozen up for 
mafiy weeks. 

Oh, the dreariness of that northern winter 1 I shall never 
forget it. We dug away the snow near the ship and made 
ourselves huts. We went excursions over the ice and sat 
patiently for hours near the breathing holes of seals, to see if 
when they rose we could strike them, but we were not very 

o 
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successful. We hunted bears, and now and then killed one, 
and brought the flesh home in triumph to our poor sick 
captain and doctor. 



We made huge fires with some drift wood we had found 
frozen there, and burnt seal oil and bear’s fat upon them, in 
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hopes that some wandering Esquimaux might see the smoke 
or reflection, and hasten to us in his sledge. In this we were 
not disappointed. One day Bobus and Pilbeam, who were 
never very good friends, came running in with such excited 
faces that we were sure some veif good luck had happened to 
them, that both should feel so pleased. We were not wrong. 
IMlbeam held up both arms and made signs long before we 
could hear his voice, and when we could just distinguish the 
manly tones of Mr. John Bobus, the Arctic wind brought to 
us these accents — “ The Esquimaux ! the Esquimaux 1 the 
Esquimaux — ! ! I” 

All was then bustle and preparation, for in those far-distant 
scenes we were ready to welcome the approach of two or three 
savages, with as great an interest as in England we should 
have fell for the greatest prince or the kindest old friend. 
All social distinctions were levelled. The savage was, after 
all, a man, one of God’s creatures, like ourselves ; his diit, 
his greasy skin, his thievish habits, his ignorance, were all 
forgotten, and we were ready to welcome him like a brother. 


84 


OUT AND ABOUT. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

THE GRAVEYARD IN THE SNOW AND ICE. 

captain, who seemed to be recovering, but very 
slowly, forgot his langour, and the doctor, who was 
far worse than he, turned round on the couch URpn 
which he was lying, wrapped up in furs and skins, when they 
heard the words of Bobus, repeated by many voices. Bring 
them here,” said the captain. 

The doctor rose languidly and fumbled about for his 
vocabulary, and staggered to the dopr of the hut to meet 
our new visitors. 
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They were some time before they came, Bobus and his 
companion having sighted them afar off. But our impati- 
ence was not to be of very long duration. A little slightly 
built sledge in which sat a man and his wife, and to wliich 
were attached six dogs, soon glided up to us, and, seeing the 
signs of the captain, the Esquimaux reined in their dogs 
and alighted. The animals perceiving that their work was 
done, sat down in their harness, blinking at us with their 
small eyes, and eagerly snapping at pieces of the offal of the 
bears and seals which the men threw them. 

Our two new friends, for in those lone regions we called, 
aye, and we felt as we called, every human creature a friend, 
were very ignorant or very cunning. I do not think they 
knew much. They drank the rum and accepted the gifts of 
the captain, but they answered very little to the doctor, and 
shook their heads when he spoke to them. 

** They must understand, doctor ; ask them whether they 
have seen any ships like ours, and where ?” 

The doctor did so, and an extra glass of rum served to open 
the heart of the lady, a little creature scarcely live feet high, 
with long greasy black hair, bead-like eyes, and a face the 
colour of Russian tallow ; she blinked and winked at her 
lord and master, and nudged him. 

“ We shall get the secret out of them,** said the captain. 
“ Ned, bring me some paper, a chalk pencil, and a map of 
this place.” 

I did so at once. “Now doctor, now ask them again.” 
He took a common little pistol, put a cap on the nipple and 
exploded it, and then gave it to the lady as a present. She 
touched her forehead with it, smiled, and laid it in the fur- 
covered lap of her lord. That gentleman smiled. 

“ Have you seen any ships ?” asked the doctor. 

The male Esquimaux answered “no,” but he made ns 
understand there were others of his nation who had. 

“Where?” 
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The doctor spread the map before us, and the Esquimaux 
after a long and attentive study seemed to understand it, and 
with his finger traced a line further north than where we were, 
to a place, indeed, where no civilised being had yet been 
and returned. 

** By Jingo !** cried the doctor, “it is where I said, the open 
sea.” 

“ Your theory is madness,” muttered the captain ; “ how 
can there be an open sea farther north than this, whilst every 
wave here is blocked with ice, and your gun-barrel, should 
you touch it with your naked hand, would burn and blister 
you with cold ?” 

“ Nature is mysterious enough, captain,” returned the 
doctor, “ the earth flattened at the poles may have a warmer 
zone of air there ; let us see.” 

“Ay, let us see,” returned the captain, bitterly. “We 
shall never get there, doctor; I feel worn out and dis- 
appointed. I shall never find those brave fellows.^' 

“Wait, Captain Smith, wait. Patience and faith go a 
very long way, a long way, indeed.” 

The captain sat down, sadly ; the male Esquimaux taking 
in his clumsy fingers the chalk pencil, and, without lifting it 
from the paper, drawing a rough scheme of the place, and 
the ship where she was ; and further on, over the ice, a 
quantity of men lying down and with their eyes closed. 

“ Asleep ?” asked the doctor in their language. The 
Esquimaux smiled and shook his head. 

“ Not far from here, captain,” said the doctor. “ Not 
very far, that is. We could get there in a sledge.” 

“Ask them if wc can, and settle with them how to do so;” 

This was done, after some haggling by the doctor, and the 
Esquimaux agreed to bring, by the next morning, two sledges 
and a guide to convey a party of us to the place. Curiously, 
the captain, who was by far the stronger man of the two, was 
unable to go with us, but the doctor’s enthusiasm conquered 
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his disease, and, wrapped up in furs, he was quite ready to 
accompany us, when, in accordance with their word, two 
male Esquimaux, with two sledges of six dogs each, came 
for us next day.' 

I say next ‘‘day,” because'^our instruments so measured 
the time in a three months* night. Light, we had none, but 
from the Aurora Borealis and the moon, which gave us a 
bright twilight. 

Wrapped up in furs, the doctor, Bobus, and six others in- 
cluding myself, seated ourselves in the dog sledges, and were 
drawn rapidly over the rough ice. We had proceeded almost 
in one direction about twenty miles, when the Esquimaux 
ceased beating and encouraging their dogs, and made signs 
that we had reached our destination. 

A bleak bare place it was. Snow and ice all around, and 
just before us a bare peak towering up many feet into the 
sky, and covered with perpetual snow. At its base lay, the 
doctor said, a kind of shore, which, however, in our Arctic 
winter was not to be distinguished from the frozen sea beyond 
it. Beneath this crag was a snow-house, and beyond that a 
small pillar covered with snow and ice, formed of preserved- 
meat cans, piled up curiously and carefully. 

The house certainly contained some vestiges of being in- 
habited — a woollen stocking, two gloves which had been, as 
it were, laid out to dry, and which remained undisturbed, 
with a stone laid on each palm to keep the glove from being 
blown away. But beyond these, which undoubtedly were 
English, there was no sigii nor record of the last inhabitants. 

“Ah,” sighed the doctor, who was full of enthusiasm, “we 
have come too late to be of any use here. But,” and he 
turned to the Esquimaux, “ where are the men asleep ?’* 

Our guides made a sign to them that they quite appreciated 
and understood the doctor, and bidding us follow Aem, led 
us to the rear of the snow hut There, sure enough, were 
the men asleep. Twenty little hillocks, side by side, some 
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wiili a rude cross above them, showed us where the poor 
ic Hows lay. "J'he F.sciuiinaux stooping down scraped away 
the snow ; and there, in his blue cloth jacket, looking very 
little different from the day upon which he had closed his 
eyes in the eternal sleep, lay one poor Jack Tar. 7'he men 
had lighted a fire in the hut, and the Esquimaux ran and 
fetched some boiling water, and poured it on the face of one 
of the dead. The mask of icc gave way for an instant, and 
showed us our own countryman; there, indeed, were the 
quiet strong English features : 

“ There was a hardness in his cheek, 

There was a haidness in his eye, 

As if the man had fixed his face 
In man^ a solitaiy place, 

Against the wind and open sky !” 

But the hardness was of trial, of trouble, weariness, and 
danger, and the stony look was that of death. 
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THE DEATH OF CAPTAIN SETH SMITH— THE BEAR HUNT- 
LOST ON THE ICE, 


returned from that bleak shore without having 
^ proceeded towards the discovery of our lost 
- countrymen one foot. We learnt afterwards that 

those dead seamen had once formed part of the crew of a 
whaler, that had been forced to take refuge far up the ice, 
and whose provisions and ammunition being gone, had died 
one by one, without hope and without help. 

From such a fate Heaven preserve all true mariners ! 
When we came back we found the captain worse. He had 
suffered himself to lose all heart and hope, and without those 
a man is worth little. Hope is the guiding star of us all. 
Directly we lose that we lose faith in ourselves, and next in 
God’s good providence. Happily, this extreme was never 
the case with Captain Seth Smith, for a more true-hearted 
man never existed He begged, to the last, the doctor to 
read prayers to him, and talked with resignation on his 
approaching death. 
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“ Bury me,” he would say, ‘^bury me on the frozen shore, 
along with those poor fellows there who died as hopelessly as 
I do.” 

“No, cap’en, don’t say so,” old Bobus would murmur; 
“ don’t ’ee say so : dieer up, good heart, cheer up ; when 
Christmas has turned, we shall be waiting for long days in- 
stead o’ long nights.” 

“ The long, long nights,” muttered the poor captain — “ the 
long, dark, dreary nights, with no change ; nothing, except 
the cracking and swooning of the ice, the tick of the ship 
clock, the striking of the bell, and with no light, except the 
flaring lanthorn, and the moon throwing deep shadows all 
around.” 

“ We shall git back,” said Bobus, making haste to be des- 
perately merry, “we shall git back, and talk over these hard- 
ships, and make light o’ ’em, as true sailors do.” 

“ Make liglit of ’em, get back !” cried the captain, striking 
his hand down on his oaken table; “get back ! and whom 
shall we bring back, eh ? Shall we bring brave old Sir John 
back ? shall we bring back his gallant crew ? shall we bring 
help or heart to them who now stand upon the shore of that 
iceless sea the doctor speaks of, stretching their thin arms 
to’rd old England, and looking across the water towards the 
south, where old England lies, from which they fondly hope 
some help will come ?” 

Captain Seth’s head fell upon his shoulder as he said this, 
and the tears rose to his poor sick eyes as he raised his thin 
hand to his face to hide them. 

Old Bobus coughed hoarsely to hide his emotion, and 
turned away. 

“ Have you ever read the story of Admiral Hosier?” said 
the captain to me, and then he answered his question him- 
self. “The admiral was sent out, as he thought, to take 
Portobello from the Spaniards ; but some state policy, some 
cunning diplomatic craft, had caused his sealed orders, when 
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he opened them, to condemn him to perpetual inaction. He 
made an appearance before the town, but did not attack it, 
and the unhealthy place and tlie disappointment broke his 
heart. He and two-thirds of his brave seamen died, and 
were dropped into the ocean* before the town. He was 
killed, sir,'' cried the captain, earnestly, “killed by State 
craft, for the British sailor who is sent to do a thing and 
fails, never should return alive." 

Old Bobus looked up >vith glistening eyes, and, being en- 
tirely in accordance with the captain, muttered “ Hear I 
hear!" probably from some distant idea that it was proper 
to do so. I hastened to answer. 

“ Only, sir, when the accomplishment is possible, Man 
cannot do that which is utterly beyond his powers ; he cannot 
fight against the ice, he cannot control the cold, he cannot 
conquer the works of God 1” 

The captain burst into tears. ** That's it, my boy," said 
he, that’s it. One cannot conquer snow, frost, and winter, 
and fields, nay countries, full of ice. They have conquered 
me. Leave me." 

Captain Seth staggered back to his bed. We hastened to 
send the doctor to him when he came (the doctor was now 
recovered), but he was long gone beyond his power, and he sank 
quietly to sleep, a few days after he had had that conversa- 
tion with us, a victim to a deep-rooted and disappointed liope. 

We buried Captain Seth Smith upon that bleak shore which 
the Esquimaux had found for us a long way off our ship, and 
we put up a handsome cross at his head, and at his feet a 
slab of oak, upon which we carved his history, the name of 
his*ship, and the service he had died in. 

The second officer took the command of the Lively 
Bessy," no longer lively now, and the doctor and others tried 
to cheer us through the winter. It was of little use. The 
men were disorganised, and we laid one or two more beside 
the captain before we were released from that lonely shore. 
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During the whole of this time the character of the Comish- 
man, Pilbeam, presented itself in no very amiable light He 
was very jealous of Bobus, who was now third officer, and 
tried to excite discontent and insubordination in the others. 
Bobus had often to threaten punishment for insubordination, 
and once to carry his threat into force, upon which Pilbeam 
vowed vengeance, and swore one or two dreadful oaths. 

My dread at this time, I remember, was that this man 
should set fire to the ship and leave us all to perish, and I 
had indeed some reason for my fear, for the man had more 
than once talked of the possibility of a fire happening, and 
there being no water to quench it, I was so convinced of his 
evil intentions that I mentioned it to Bobus. 

“ Bless you,” said he, bless you, Mas’r Ned, he dursn’t 
do it. Don't *ee see if we suspected him on it, we should 
hang him right out ; and if he succeeded, he would leave 
himself to our fate, at least. Oh, no, he,” and here Bobus 
gave a look of intense disgust in the direction of the sailor; 

he is a cool-blooded fellow, and can wait, and will wait I 
know, till we get nearer home.” 

Bobus was right. 

Time came at last when we were to be relieved from our 
bondage. I cannot hope to convey to any one the dull, 
mournful melancholy, which seizes the spirits of those who 
pass an Arctic winter. There is something so inexpressibly 
wearying and dull that I do not wonder at many growing ill 
and dying. It was only by constantly keeping my mind 
employed, by reading and writing, that I myself kept from 
despair. As for that wonderful old Bobus, he kept up through 
mere force of character, being as regular in every duty when 
fast bound in the ice, as when upon the open sea. 

I was out one day trying to shoot a bear, accompanied by 
one of the men and by Pilbeam. The Cornish seaman 
never liked me, for he saw that I was too much of a favourite 
with Bobus. The latter had charged me to be very particular 
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in keeping away from the muzzle of Pilbeam*s gun, “ ^Cos,” 
said he, “he might make a mistake, and if he did there 
would be an end of my little Billce.” 

I promised to be very careful in that way, and away we 
went. 

We soon started a very fine bear, whose track we had 
noticed prowling round the remains of a seal wc had placed 
for a bait some hours ago. When she saw us she started off 
at a shambling gallop, and till then I really had no idea that 
bears could run so fast. However, we managed over the 
rough and broken ice to keep up with it, and I did not fire 
for some time, hoping that the bear would lead us to her 
cave, for it was my ambition to find a couple of cubs or so, 
one of which I wanted to tame and to take home. 

Mrs. Bruin was, however, fast giving us the slip, but I 
being lighter than my comrades got on far in advance of 
them, and then as she turned round a hummock of ice I 
fired. My ball hit her in the leg, just above the hock, and 
lamed her ; she turned and sprung back towards me with 
much fury, and I, in my hurry to reload my piece, dropped 
my ramrod from the fingers of my thick seal-skin gloves. 
The moment comes, thought I, for the death struggle, and I 
clubbed my gun determined to dash the butt-end right in 
the mouth of the bear. She seemed, however, to have 
changed her mind as to the attack, for finding that her wound 
pained her she turned round and bit furiously at her leg, 
tearing away the fur and extracting the ball, which dropped 
on the ice, and which I afterwards picked up. Then being 
more at ease she again made towards me, and quicker than 
I can speak, for all this seemed but to take a moment, I saw 
her within a few yards of me. With the strength of despair 
I thrust forth my gun like a battering ram, full at her mouth, 
when, at the same time, a ball came whistling past my head, 
so near that I could hear it, aye, almost feel it through my 
fur cap, and true as TelPs arrow, entered the eye of the she- 
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bear and crashed through her brain. With one great con- 
vulsive effort she threw up her paws and fell dead, and 
Pil beam’s huge, awkward form stood over me, looking at me 
and my prostrate foe with a somewhat triumphant grin, 
mingled, I thought, also with considerable disappointment. 

‘‘ AVal,” said he, “ Mas’r Ned, I saved your life anyhows 
there.” 

And I thank you for it, Pilbeam,'* said I ; the prize 
belongs to you.” 

“ Oh, never mind that, we shall all eat our lot on it, I 
dcssay,” said he, “ only now mind me.” 

^‘Yes,” said I. 

'^Are you all attention ?” 

“ Yes/’ I repeated. 

‘‘ 1 saved your life, Mas’r Ned,” he again said, solemnly ; 
“ mind and remember that some of these days, will you ?” 

I shall never forget it,” said I. 

Vciy good,” he said, and now let us carry along our 
game.” 

This was much easier to say than to do. Carrying was 
out of the question, for the bear was nearly as big as a young 
bull ; we therefore placed under the bear a kind of light 
sledge formed of the staves of an old barrel bound together 
and having staves put sideways, so as to form the sides of 
the sledge. Having bound our bear firmly upon this, we all 
three of us harnessed ourselves to it, and trotted away 
merrily over the ice. 

It was getting rather dark, but in those regions there is 
always a kind of twilight reflection, when Pilbeam, who was 
pulling with the strength of a giant, and who was our leader, 
started back with a great cry of horror and alarm. 

“ Stop !” he cried, “ lay by,” 

‘‘ What’s the matter ?” 

“ Matter,” cried he, we are within a mile of the ship, and 
we shall never get to her; lay by, my men, and look there.” 
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We had stopped the sledge and ran to where he pointed, 
and there sure enough, right across our path and extending 
to the right and to the left, lay a vast yawning gulf, a crack 
in the ice, with the black water rushing under it. 

“ You can see the current now,!! said Pilbeam ; ‘‘that^s all 
done since we went out this mornin*, and if the ice has begun 
to move God knows where we may be driftin* to. IVe 
lieerd of men as had drifted south^ard on a bit of ice until it 
had all gone to pieces, and they had been lost.” 

“We can jump it,” said the other man. 

“ Try, Jack,” returned Pilbeam, sitting down disconsolately 
at the brink. “ By all that^s good it moves still.” 

"i'hc yawning chasm did indeed grow wider. Setting the 
other man to run one way whilst I went in the opposite 
direction, and Pilbeam sat down watching the gulf stream, 
we explored the extent of our enemy, the chasm. It was 
vast, as Pilbeam supposed, and I soon found out that in my 
direction it ran in a direc^V opposite direction to the ship. 
I therefore turned back, and, running swiftly, overtook the 
other seaman, 

“We are lost, lost for t/er, Mas'r Ned,” cri-.d that poor 
fellow 3 “ howsomever, I do not 'are so much for myself as 
for you. What shall us do ?” 

“ Hope still ; they ’may send for us from the ship.” 

“ Ah, but things are so sudden in this dreadful climate ; 
an’ to think of the old bear, too. Well, we can live on her 
for a bit ; we must scrape ourselves a snow hut” 

“ Live, I hope so,” said I. I had scarcely said the word 
than a gust of wind brought a cloud of sharply pointed snow 
aivi fragments of ice into our faces, cutting us like points of 
pen-knives. The only way for us to do that, is to toss up 
who cuts open the bear and gets inside it, till the aid comes 
from the ship. Such a night as this on the ice will not make 
a man long lived. Hurrah ! there it is at last.” 

I had looked down as I spoke, and *there, surely enough^ 
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was some kind of hope for us. The crack in the ice took 
an angular turn, sudden and sharp, and ran up in the direc- 
tion of the ship. 

Shipmet, ahoy !” shouted my companion to Pilbeam ; 
come along, and bring along the bear.” 

Pilbeam heard the words, for the wind lay towards him, 
and. in a minute or so, came joyfully along, pulling the bcar- 
sledgc with him. “ I couldn’t think of leaving her,” said he, 
“ arter all the trouble wc have had. What cheer, shipmet ?” 

“A little,” said I, ** We may reach home yet.” 

**No,” said he, looking along the ice, and shading his eyes 
with his hands, not quite, Mas’r Ned ; but it’s better than 
nothing.” 

Away, therefore, we toiled, following the banks of the 
chasm, till it brought us within about half a mile of the ship, and 
then suddenly turned the other way, wider far than before. 

** Now for the signal of distress,” said I, as I fired my gun; 
“ we must keep this up as long as our ammunition lasts, and 
let us hope they will hear us.” 

So we fired off our guns several times, till at last we heard 
an answer from the ship. We afterwards learnt that the ice 
had also begun to move round her, and the crew, guessing 
our situation, placed the smallest boat they had on a sledge, 
and in a few moments we were relieved from our horrible 
suspense by seeing a quantity of jolly Jack Tars, fur-clad 
indeed, and looking as different as possible from the received 
notion of Jack Tars, running towards us, ready to relieve us 
from our situation. 

I need not say that Bobus was at the head of them. I 
need not tell the reader how rejoiced he was to find us. He 
even wrung his old antagonist by the hand, and told him that 
he was glad to see him safe and sound. Pilbeam grinned a 
ghastly smile, and said nothing ; but one can imagine what 
he would have given, to have had his old enemy alone upon 
that dreary track of ice. 
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“Bahr and all/' cried Pilbeam, as they hoisted the huge 
creature into the boat, “ bahr and all. Vou see, Mas'r Ned, 
I was a good shot ; there is the place where iny bullet en- 
tered.” He pointed, as he spoke, to a huge spot of frozen 
blood in the eye of the animal. - The blood had run some- 
what, and had trickled down upon its white skin. Bobus 
placed his hand underneath the left shoulder of the animal 
— there was not even a lingering portion of warmth. 

Cold as ice 1 ” he cried ; “ cold as ice I Ah, Ned, animal 
warmth don't last long in these regions. It is well as we 
leaves them. The ice-flaws will grow larger and wider, and 
then we shall sail down one on 'em like a river in a frozen 
land, and go southward toward merry England.” 

So be it,” said I ; ‘‘I long to reach her shore. The 
voyage has not done what it promised, and has failed ; not 
from want of endeavour, after all, though.” 

** Failed ! ” said Pilbeam, as we touched the opposite shore 
of the ice. ** Failed I well, if so be weVe failed, others 
have too. Ho for England, eh 1 Well, I hopes we shall all 
reach it, Mas’r Ned j but there's many a slip 'twixt the cup 
and the lip.” 

Bobus and I, talking over matters afterwards, when some 
of the last portions of our bear were stewing down in the 
copper, over the galley fire, recalled these words and the look 
which accompanied them. 

I don't like that 'ere Pilbeam,” said he, thoughtfully ; 
‘‘ if I was aboard a man-o'-war I would have him tied up to 
the gratings, and give him a round dozen for his looks. I 
wish he was rid of the ship.” 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE DOCTOR — PILBEAM^S PROPHECY. 

SUCCESSFUL as had been our voyage, it had yet 
brought its lessons to me. I was much stronger, and 
better in health ; I had gained in will and determi- 
nation ; I had learned to trust in myself, and I had grown 
used to command. This was, to me at least, so much clear 
gain. I doubt whether success teaches self-reliance half so 
veil as misfortune and rebuffs, after all. 

I found also that everything I knew was of use to me. 
Knowledge was indeed power, and I saw that by a quiet, re- 
tiring behaviour, I gained a great deal with the crew. They 
believed, indeed, that I knew much more than I really did, 
because I never professed to know too much. 

Retired also from the world, I had an opportunity of 
studying men^s characters, and of judging them when brought 
closely under my eye. I found a small world in that ship. 
The little crew had its distinctions as plainly marked as if the 
thirty souls that manned her were three millions. 1 was very 
fortunate, also, in meeting with the doctor, who was not only 
a good and a benevolent, but also a learned, man. He had 
that best kind of learning, which is humble and quiet ; seek- 
ing only that which feeds it, and not endeavouring to establish 
new theories to controvert or overthrow established truths. 
Doctor Stewart, to say the truth, was crotchety. He had an 
immense number of original ideas upon most subjects, but 
those ideas were always full of religion, founding everything 
upon God’s power, and believing that man could do almost 
anything, but only by God’s permission. I wish that all men 
thought so soundly as Doctor Charles James Stewart, the 
last descendant, as he declared, of the unfortunate race of 
kings of that name. 
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Ills kindness to the men was continual. He watched them 
and nursed them as if he were a woman, and although it was 
with a very bitter pang that, jus#- npon the return of spring, 
he had to bring back his little ship and scurvy-stricken crew, 
yet he was as ready to have fared the dangers over again, 
and to have gone back on the day after he touched old 
England, as any one could be. He had grown also fond of 
the vessel, and would talk of her again ploughing the northern 
ocean, again breasting the ice, again ascending the streams 
which ran through tracks of frozen land, until she had pene- 
trated into that sea of dreams — the iceless sea. 

** Ah,’* said Pilbeam to me, when one day at Reykjavik, on 
our homeward voyage, I mentioned to him the wishes of the 
doctor, Ah ! he’s a clever man, he is ; a main clever fellow, 
no doubt; but this here ship will never see the frozen ocean 
agin, mark my words.’* 

There was the same ugly look in the Cornishman’s eyes as 
he said this as I had before observed. His croaking pro- 
phecies began to have some effect upon me. I looked at 
the old vessel somewhat as one would look at a doomed 
ship, but I did not long indulge this feeling. I was too young 
to be a friend to foolish and melancholy presentiments, but 
I well know that I wished heartily to be rid of Pilbeam, as, 
to say the least, his presence was very undesirable. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

A NIGHT ATTACK ON MY FRIEND — I SAVE HIS LIFE. 

E, as I have said, touched at Iceland, took in fresh 
water and some fresh meat, gave the crew a run on 
shore, and then set sail homeward. Unsuccessful 
though we were, our hearts beat with a wild joy at the mere 
mention of England. It was always called home was that 
grand land, full of historic interest to me, of home ties and 
affection to all of us. Old Bobus grew a smart man again, 
and when on getting into a milder latitude, we left off our furs 
and winter clothing, and could talk without fear of having our 
tongues frozen or our noses bitten off by Jack Frost, we en- 
joyed ourselves as well as our limited means would allow; 
but, after all, enjoyment lies not so much in the means, as in 
the occasion and in the feelings. 

After leaving Iceland we made for the northern isles of 
Scotland, intending to run down the German Ocean and enter 
the port of Hull, the doctor and chief officer having friends 
there, and being anxious to report themselves at home. The 
ship was then to make sail for London, wherefrom it was 
settled between Bobus and myself, that I should set off to 
visit Dr. Lcatherby, and that he should come down and rejoin 
me there; I being anxious, if the doctor were ^villing, to devote 
a few years to a seafaring life. Bobus had grown so fond of 
me, that he said, his mind being now at ease concerning the 
loss of his brother-in-law, he should just see that the pld 
couple were all safe at their moorings, and then sail in 
company with me. 

With all these speculations in my head, I was one night on 
the watch, when I saw a long figure come from the fore part 
of the vessel where the men lay, and go down the companion 
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aft. Something struck me as very peculiar about this, and I 
thought I recognised the figure of Pilbeam. I immediately 
spoke to my mate on the watch to keep a sharp look out, 
and ran down after the figure. 

I was just in time to see a man enter the cabin of Bobus, 
and to watch the knife gleam in the lamplighl as he cut down 
the hammock of Bobus, at the head. There was a huge 
iron-bound chest just beneath the head of the hammock, 
and it was evidently part of the plan that Bobus should have 
struck his head against it, and have been stunned by the fall, 
so that if necessary, the Cornish sailor could spring upon 
him and finish the work. 

But it was not so. Bobus lumbered out of his hammock 
like a heavy old seaman as he was, but seeing the knife 
glitter, I had sprung with all my force upon Pilbeam, and 
caught at his wrist. The attack had driven him down upon 
one knee, just at the very best point where Bobus could fall, 
which was upon us both, so that we all three came with some 
weight upon the cabin floor. The result was, therefore, 
comic instead of tragic, and my friend^s life was saved. 

He was up in an instant, fancying that the ship had 
capsized, or something of that sort, but immediately h6 
perceived us he called out ** Avast there, shipmetl What are 
you after?” and making use of a dozen sailor-like objurgations. 
Pilbeam rose, too, confused and desperate. He more than 
once endeavoured to throw away the knife, but I held on 
with both hands to his wrist. 

“Wall, Josh Pilbeam, and what do you do in my cabin, 
at this hour; and what do you do, Ned Paget?” said Bobus. 

He had placed his big form at the door, with wonderful 
quickness, and held in his right hand a pistol, the muzzle of 
which was towards us both. Pilbeam turned pale, and 
trembled. 

“ Please, sir," said 1, touching my hat to him, as to my 
superior officer, “ please, sir, I was on watch, and saw thb 
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man steal down towards your cabin, with a knife in his hand. 
I followed him, was just in time to see him cut down your 
hammock. I sprang upon him, and in preventing your 
fall—” 

** Saved my life, Ned,” said he quietly and simply, ‘‘and 
I thankee for it — 

“ As for you, shipmet,” he continued, looking at Pilbeam 
with great disdain, “you're about one of the worst lots as 
evei* I eat the Queen's biscuit with; it will not look very 
sailor-like, nor very British-like either, when they say as how 
on board one of the vessels sent out for the rescue of a brave 
seaman, one of the crew was so murderous a lubber that he 
attempted the life of his superior officer, and got shot ; but 
it will be told so in old England, mark my words. I have 
caught you with the red hand, as they say in Scotland. All 
your tackle and gear proclaim you to be pirate, and you 
shall meet a pirate's fate. Stand aside, Ned Paget, whilst 
I put a bullet through that traitor, there; a murderous dog.” 

Bobus cocked the pistol, and at the sharp click I saw 
Pilbeam turn pale, and tremble; his knees smote each other, 
and dark rings seemed to form round each of his eyes. We 
were in a high latitude, and the cabin door being open it 
was not too w^arm for any of us, but yet the culprit was in a 
gi*eat perspiration, so much so, that great drops of sweat 
poured off his brow. 

“Come,” continued Bobus, calmly, “I never save in 
battle, when all's fair, 'cos you must look out for yourself, I 
never sent a man unprepared to his last account. I'll just 
give you whilst I count two hundred, time to mutter a 
prayer.” 

“For Heaven's sake,” cried the culprit, falling on his 
knees, “ for Heaven's sake spare me, shipmet.” 

The only answer he met was the stern one from the lips of 
Bobus, of “one — two — three — he had commenced the 
death count. 
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Pilbeam wrung his hands, looked at the knife, to see if by 
any chance there was a possibility of his gaining it and 
springing on his executioner, but the eye of Bobus followed 
his, and his foot kicked the weapon, contemptuously, to a 
farther distance from him. - 
He had reached fifty. 

“ Shipmet !’* cried the man in a voice of agony, sailed 
two voyages with you before, and never lifted a hand against 
you. I wouldn*t now *a done it, but that you beat and cowed 
me afore the whole crew, and flesh and blood can*t stand that." 

— “ Ninety and one, two, three, four,” proceeded the in- 
exorable voice of Bobus. Mine refused its office. I would 
have pleaded for him, with all my power, but could not do 
it. My tongue seemed glued to the roof of my mouth, and, 
all the lime, the moments were flying so quickly, although 
each moment in passing seemed an age. 

ril do anything you wish,” cried the wretched man, “if’ 
you will only spare my life. I’ll be your servant ; I will 
watch you while you sleep I” 

Bobus smiled, grimly, as he heard the words. 

— “ One hundred and one — two — three. You’d better 
leave your palaver, shipmet \ now’s the time for you to re- 
member your prayers, if so be you recollect any from school, 
or paid attention to the chaplain on Sundays — four — five — ” 

“ Bobus,” cried I, at last, touched by the abject misery of 
the great fellow who grovelled on the floor, and stretched out 
his hands, blindly, as if to grasp the feet of his executioner, 

“ Bobus ! did I do you any service just now, in coming into 
the cabin ?” 

• “ You saved my life, boy,” he returned quickly, and but 
for a moment interrupting the count. 

“ Then as a return give me his. Give him up to justice in 
England, if you like, let him be confined till he gets ashore, 
and then let the laws deal with him. Do not take his life 
with your own hands. I am witness of the justice of it, but 
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what will the world say, what will your conscience say, if you 
refuse him mercy ?” 

“ Aye,” groaned the wretch, “what will the law in England 
say for taking a man’s life? — spare me I” 

“ There be queer things done at sea,” said Bobus, giving 
up his count, “but the superior officer, if he finds a man 
prowling about his cabin, may shoot him like a dog. Aye, 
and does do so. But you, you have gained your point, lad. 
You have saved mine, take his, but ware hawk, ware hawk j 
if ever you come to grief through that foolish quality of 
mercy, remember Jack Bobus.” 

“ Get up, man, go to your berth, and 111 dispose of you in 
the morning. Take this barker, Paget,” said he, “ and see 
this fellow safely stowed, and then come back to me.” He 
gave me his pistol. 

When I returned*! found the stern old sailor on his knees, 
thanking God for his deliverance and praying for me. 
He would have done the same, he said, if he had only that 
moment cleared the corpse of that villain out of the cabin, 
where it should have lain had it not been for me. He gave 
me a thousand grateful thanks for watching over him, and 
with a perfectly solemn and serious way, which he believed, 
I fancy, legal, declared that henceforth, so long as I wished 
it, we should sail together, that he had no relations for whom 
he particularly cared, and that if 1 would consent, I should 
become his son and heir. 

I thanked him a hundred times, and accepted the filial 
office with much pleasure, so far as I could ; for in good 
truth I had grown attached to a seafaring life, and loved old 
Bobus like an uncle, if not like a father. . 

“And now, Ned,” said he, “ let’s turn in and go to sleep. 
All’s right on deck you say. Aye, aye, all’s right on deck, 
but it won’t be all right in ship till that villain is out, and so 
ware hawk, ware hawk.” 

Repeating this very solemnly, he left me to go upon deck 
and muse upon the strange scene I had just witnessed. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE TRAITOR IN THE SHIP — ^THE STORM, AND THE 
WRECK. 

were on a smooth sea, and had a prosperous wind, 
and in our slow sailing vessel expected to reach Eng- 
land in a week. The men did not know the extent 
of Pilbeam’s guilt, for had they done so, they would, I think, 
have there and then taken vengeance upon him; he was con-* 
fined down in a spare berth formed out of an old corner when 
they made the store-room, and being actually below the wave 
edge of the vessel it was not a very pleasant place, but Bobus 
had of course, reported the attack upon himself to the chief 
officer, and he, willing to look upon the matter as a drunken 
offence, not as an attempt at murder, yet would not listen to 
any suggestion of a mitigated punishment whilst Pilbeam was 
in the ship. The rest of the crew, who certainly had no love 
for their comrade, were by no means unwilling to get rid of 
him, and in a week he was hardly spoken of, save when his 
rations were taken to him in his place of durance. 

A week passed over our heads, and we had sailed by Faroe 
and the Shetland Isles, glided by the Orkneys, and dropped 
down into the North Sea. I was walking the deck with 
Bobus, when he called my attention to the way in which the 
gulls flew about our prow and stem. The sea-birds were so 
close to the water, tlxat the still and quiet sea gave back a 
momentary reflection of their white wings, a reflection which 
looked all the brighter as the sky above was dark and 
lowering* 

“ I tell ye what, Ned,” said Bobus, “ if I could get you 
and me out of this vessel I would. I wouldn't sail in it 
another four-and-twenty hours. We oughter have shot that 
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villain and chucked him overboard, but because we didn’t, 
a storm has followed the ship, and she will have it to-night.” 

He looked aloft, and gave orders that even the little sail 
which we then carried should be taken in. “ Make every- 
thing taut above,” he said ; “ we shall have it to-night, look 
there T 



The lazy clouds, which seemed to mass themselves so 
firmly behind us, to pack themselves one upon another like 
the drift hummocks we had passed through, assumed, in the 
ray of the setting sun a deep red, angry tint, and bulged ^ut 
at us their swollen cheeks, as if they were so many furious 
enei?iies. 

“ I never see the likes of that, and many a time I have 
seen it,” ejaculated my companion, “ but I know we shall 
have it sooner or later,, it may be this moment” 
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** But this stout old ship,” said I to Bobus, will stand 
anything and ride through any storm. She is half solid, you 
know.” 

** Aye, aye, lad ; the young ones will teach the old ones, 
will they? I tell you, Ned, that if she were as solid as this 
block of timber, as solid as can be, she would not live even 
in smooth water, if so be she is, as I suspects she is, a doomed 
shipP 

The face of the old sailor was so very serious as he said 
this that, although I looked up with a smile, 1 found no 
response. I do not believe in doomed ships, Bobus,” said I. 

“Nor I,” said the doctor, catching my words, and coming 
upon us suddenly. “ I don’t believe in doomed ships. In 
fact, I have not made up my mind about luck yet, but all 
sailors believe in it. What is luck? None of us know 
exactly, and yet ” 

He paused as if puzzled. , 

“ Some catch the fish and some don^t,” returned Bobus, in 
continuation. “ You are a learned man, doctor ; I am a poor 
sailor. You give reasons^ I answer with facts. You may 
charter two North-sea whalers, each good ships, manned with 
good men, commanded by good captains. They shall both 
leave the port at the same time, and yet, on their return, 
after a voyage to the same waters, and staying out the same 
time, one will liave two thousand tons of oil and five whales, 
and the other shall have captured only a few seals. How do 
you account for that ? Reckon up the log as cleverly as you 
can, doctor, you can’t always account for the reckoning.” 

“ True, quite true,” answered the doctor ; “ but yet, Paget, 
you remember that true and beautiful passage of Shakespeare 
you read in my cabin last night : 

* The fault, dear Brutus, is not in the stars, 

But in ourselves^ that we are thus and thus.’ ” 

“Ah 1” retorted Bobui^ shaking his head wisely, “ that is 
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all very well, but whosoever wrote that had never sailed in a 
doomed ship. I have,” 

As he said the words “ doomed ship,” the thunder broke 
out in a sudden clap, not like one hears on land, but sharper 
and louder by far. It was followed by a succession of reports, 
like a continuous discharge of artillery; and as we looked to 
the waters in our wake we saw them, at a short distance, 
boiling and surging, the billows lashed into a sudden foam, 
and seemingly coming with full rush after us. It was indeed 
so. In a moment the storm was upon us. The “Lively 
Bessy ” was struck suddenly, and gave a great pitch forward 
and a roll with a tremble all over, and then started away 
before the storm, borne along by the tempest as a frightened 
horse might start away with its rider. 

“ By the way,” said the doctor, wlio was holding fast by 
the shrouds, as the storm of hail, rain, sea-water, and wind 
swept by us, “ you seem as if you would have a material proof 
of your theory.” His cap had been carried away, and his 
long grizzled hair was floating in tlie wind. “ It seems as if 
we were going to have a rough night of it ; I had rather be 
in that northern, iceless sea, than here, I will just go down 
to my cabin." 

“ Aye, aye, sir," said the other, all alive with excitement. 
“ The ship stands it well. She may roll and toss for hours, 
but so long as we keep her off the rocks we are safe. Keep 
on deck, Paget, and just see what a storm is. Never mind 
a drenching. Sea-water never harmed any man yet.” 

The doctor had gone to his cabin. Our second in com- 
mand, now since Captain Seth’s death our captain, rushed on 
deck, and seeing all right above, nodded approvingly to 
Bobus, buttoned his coat, pulled down his cap over his eyes, 
and prepared for the worst. He had a battered speaking- 
trumpet in his hand, and walked about anxiously. Now and 
then he looked at his watch, and, following his example, I 
did so at mine. It was but four in the afternoon, or, as we 
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should say, five bells, yet the doctor had talked about a 
stormy night. It was, in fact, as black as night, and the 
‘‘Lively Bessy” was driving under bare poles before the 
storm, pitching and rolling, but as safe in the wide ocean as 
she could be. 

The excitement of the storm had done Bobus good. He 
walked up and down with his speaking-trumpet, watching the 
actions of the chief in command, and ready to give aid at 
the slightest gesture. But we were safe. Lashed into fury 
by the wind, tormented also as it were by their own motion, 
the billows ran, as it seemed to us, mountains high; now 
toppling over us with huge crests of foam, broken into a 
thousand jagged forms, in which one might imagine that he 
saw angry faces, threatening arms, and upraised hands ready 
to strike him ; suddenly, however, spent with their own fury, 
the M'aves would subside and fall down, breaking over our 
deck, or sometimes disappearing under our lee and lifting up 
our boat some feet nearer heaven. Then, again, we were 
cast down into a deep trough, and on each side and all around 
us angry waves were imminent, threatening, and vast, but in 
a moment up wc mounted, to still keep our course and to 
drive before the wnd. 

The noise was terrific. The ship, dry and withered by the 
Arctic winter, groaned, creaked, and complained at the rough 
usage. All the hands were on deck, told out into parties 
ready to do their duty. We were all afraid of our spars and 
masts, for both those and the running rigging were sapped 
and dried by the intense frosts, thus rendered rotten and 
weak. The old ship, which we had all grown to regard as a 
living creature, behaved well, and Bobus was congratulating 
himself on our safety, when a fiercer blast than hitherto 
snapped the foremast by the board, as if it had been no 
stronger than a deal ruler. All hands sprang forward, and 
with hatchets and axes freed the mast from its cordage and 
gear, and let it go overboard into the boiling ocean. 
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The excitement past, our first officer and Bobus smiled 
pleasantly, and congratulated themselves that it was no worse; 
but the latter having gone aft, came back with his face full of 
alarm, and told the officer that we had sprung a leak, for that 
the ship rode heavily, and that she would scarcely answer 
her rudder. 

“ A leak 1** cried the lieutenant ; “ why, how can that be ? 
She is as taut a vessel as ever sailed, and pretty nearly solid 
wood in front, waist, and starn ; she was built for ice and 
rough weather.” 

“ I know,” cried Bobus, with a puzzled air, “ but ** 

here he paused for a moment, and then suddenly shouted 
‘‘Pilbeam!” The truth flashed at once upon all of us. 
Whilst we were busy on deck, Pilbeam, to revenge himself 
upon us, had managed somehow to scuttle the Lively Bessy.” 

We rushed at once below. Our suppositions were true 
enough; the water was pouring in, and gradually rising 
higher and higher. There was no hope for us ; the pumps 
and gear were out of order ; our boats, injured by the ice, 
were not of much use. 

“ Don’t let the villain escape,” cried the lieutenant, aghast. 
“ He has brought us to death ; before we die, let us give him 
his due.” 

“ Leave that to me,” cried Bobus, sternly, wrenching the 
lock and bolts from the cabin door in which the Comishman 
was confined. A rush of water upon us when the door 
opened, a gurgling noise, and a heavy mass falling, was the 
answer. The wretch, dreading discovery and punishment, 
had managed to plug every aperture in his cabin, so that the 
water had filled it like a tank before the rest of the ship, and 
had suffocated him. The half-naked dead body, borne out 
by the water, fell at the lieutenant’s feet The light which 
we held up flickered and fell upon his ghastly face. His 
tccih were tightly clenched, his eyes open and running with 
nioioiLire, his long lank hair floating over his face. “ He is 
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beyond our vengeance” said the lieutenant; ^‘we have no 
war with the dead, we must look to ourselves now.” 

We went on deck orderly and calm. The ** Lively Bessy” 
sailed but l^avily now, and was quite waterlogged. We cal- 
culated th^n about an hour’s time she would go down ; we 
knew we were in the German Ocean, we were not quite sure 
as to our right bearings. Still, when morning came, we 
looked to find many vessels passing us who would help us. 

So the men were told off in watches, the boats got out and 
made ready, the lieutenant taking one, the doctor, whose great 
care seemed to be to save his scientific notes and calculations, 
being put at the head of the second, and Bobus and the 
midshipman going in the third. We kept as long as we could 
to the wreck, in hopes that the storm would subside, which it 
did in a great degree, but the swing and turmoil of the waves 
still continued. 

Bobus, who was as kind and as thoughtful towards me as if ' 
I had been his son instead of a stranger, insisted upon taking 
with us the step of the foremast and some loose spars, which 
he towed after the boat, putting me in my old place, the 
stern-sheets. It was lucky that he took these precautions, 
for very soon after our boat, which was the second, the lieu- 
tenant being the last to leave the ship, was launched, a huge 
wave, breaking not far from her stem, fell over her and filled 
her, and she went down like a piece of lead. Some of the 
men regained the sinking vessel ; I caught hold of the rope 
which towed the spars, and cutting it with my jack-knife, 
which was fastened by alanyard round my waist, prevented 
its being borne down, and then getting astride of the mast, 
shouted out “ Bobus !” with all my might. 

I felt no fear and no dread, but I then felt that I was 
struggling with death. In a few moments more I might be 
choked with salt water, borne along fathoms deep by thd 
under-current. I said my prayers, and taking some cordage 
bound myself on the mast, and shouted out agkin Bobus t” 



II2 


OUT AND ABOUT. 


Aye, aye, lad !” said a gruflf voice near me, and a flash 
01 lightning showed me my old friend emerging from the water 
like a Newfoundland dog after a dive. “Why,” said he, 
“you are quite a seaman, Ned; all taut on de^ there, eh, 
lad ?” • 

“ Aye, aye,” I answered, “ come on.” 

“ No,” he said, “ no, lad. 111 be on to these spars,” and 
taking a rope and holding on to the centre of one, he managed 
to interweave a rope with them so that he bound them to- 
gether like a small raft. Then flinging himself into the centre, 
he proved, to my great delight, they would bear him. 

“This is a great deal better than a boat, Ned,” said he ; 
“ we want an oar or two just to paddle along. When the 
lightning comes we shall see one. You must lash yours to 
mine ; we cannot part company.” 

“ Here’s an oar,” cried I, as one washed by the waves 
struck my leg, and gave me a shrewdly heavy blow. 

“All right,” cried he. “ Look there !” 

This cry was occasioned by a flash of lightning which 
showed us the “Lively Bessy” settling in the water, and the 
crew, with their pale determined faces, pushing off in the last 
boat. The lieutenant was the last to leave, and as the vessel 
went down he stood up in the boat, and with the crew raised 
a parting cheer. The wind blew the melancholy farewell to 
us, for our lighter craft had been borne on ahead, and old 
Bobus cried out “True to the last ! that lieutenant’s a good 
officer. One cheer more, Ned.” And placing his hand to 
his cheek, he gave a last cheer toTSs comrades. I joined as 
loudly as I could, and when our shouts had died away, we 
saw, with a sudden lurch, pitch, and reel, the “ Lively Bessy” 
settle in her watery grave. 

Such was the end of the “ Lively Bessy,” which had been 
my home ever since that memorable night when I stepped 
into the shoes of “ little Billee.” I had had my difficulties 
and my trials on board the little craft— as where have we 
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not our difficulties and our trials ? — ^but I had made at least 
one firm friendship, and on the whole had been not un- 
happy. When I saw her founder, therefore, I felt the pang 
of homelessness, even while joining Bobus in a last (^eer 
to our comrades. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

AGAIN IN ENGLAND — I MEET DOCTOR LEATHERBY AND 
FLOOK. 

REMEMBER beating about for hours on that dread- 
©1^ fill night. 1 thought morning would never come. My 
immersed in the cold water, seemed frozen and 
benumbed ; my hands, face, and body, continually soaked 
and drenched with sea-water, shivered with the cold. Bobus, 
who was a little in advance of me with his raft, was stronger 
and more able to bear the cold than I, and once swam to me, 
took me off the spars, so as to take my feet out of the water; 
placed me on his raft, putting in my mouth as he did so a 
flask of brandy and water, a draught from which warmed and 
revived me. 

To him I owed my life, for shortly after this, although I 
strove against the feeling as much as I possibly could, a 
drowsy sense of numbness, unaccompanied by pain and 
equally without dread, came over me, and I fell forward on 
the mast, and floated senseless on the waves. Light just 
dawned when I did so, and luckily, in placing me for the last 
time upon the spars (since the raft would not bear us both), 
Bobus had lashed me tightly to my safeguard in such a 
manner that my head was lifted above water. 

When I came to my senses I found everything around me 
new and strange — so new, so strange, so pleasant, that I could 
not but fancy myself still occupied in some delicious dream. 

White dimity curtains, fringed with pink, alone reminded 
me by their whiteness of the fields of snow to which I had so 
long been accustomed. The bed in which I lay no longer 
confined my limbs and restrained my movements like the 
little hammock on board the Lively Bessy.’* Instead of 
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blanket and coarse huckaback, sheets of the finest and whitest 
linen ; instead of a little cupboard, for it was not much more, 
confining me on every side, a room papered with neatness 
and taste, and smelling in that honest, hearty, fresh way in 
which country bedrooms have smelt from time immemorial. 
Through a chink at the bottom of the bed I saw tliat the 
window was open; that tlie sun was shining outside, and could 
feel the gentle air which stole in at the casement, and then, 
fainting with the burden of scents which it bore, died away 
with a gentle murmur. 

To me this was paradise. I thought of the lone sea-boy 
on' the mast, the ever trembling, never ceasing waves, the 
dreadful death wliicli I had escaped, and the many causes of 
gratitude which I had towards that good Creator by whose 
will alone I was saved. Tears SAvam in my eyes and rolled 
down my cheeks, wetting my pillow with drops of gratitude 
and joy. 

Presently I heard voices. I had almost dreamed in my 
waking moments, and these seemed to awaken me with a 
strange shock on my memory. And so, doctor,” said one, 
‘^knowing the interest you took in him and the love you 
bore him, we thought it best to communicate with you, and 
to let you know where he was.” 

“My dear boy,” another voice spoke in return, “your 
perceptions were always kind, and therefore in the right direc- 
tion. I thank you for your forethought, my dear Flook.” 

“ Flook ! I know that name ; part of an anchor, eh ?” 

Thus my mind, dreamily to itself, being too much flurried 
and disturbed to be very accurate or searching. 

• •“ Was there no one else saved with him ?” continued the 
elder voice. 

“ But one ; a strange sort of sea-bird, but an admirable 
fellow. He had been so knocked about by the waves, so 
starved and half-drowned in his sea-voyage and his wreck, 
that when he had seen tliis boy into a place of safety he went 
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ii6 


OlUT AND ABOUT. 


off into a three (lays’ delirium, crying out nothing but such 
Arctic phrases and sailor speeches as his brain had of late 
atfectecl, and being very very anxious, in the lull of his 
paroxysms, to save little Billce, who was about, he said, to 
be murdered by one Pilbeam. Since he has come to, he 
has told me more of the ill-fated vessel, and has descrilicd 
the crew and officers, lie has been to London, and has 
reported himself at the Admiralty, and will be down here 
again to-niglit to visit this boy, whom he has vowed never to 
part company with as long as his timbers hold together. 

“iiien I must take him home with me,” said the doctor, 
laughing, “and make him marry Mrs. Taw, eh, Flook?'' 

i'his idea pleased the latter, who laughed so that I had to 
cry out “ Doctor !” twice before he heard me. 

They both ran to me. The dear old doctor put his arms 
round my neck and kissed me on my forehead, Flook shook 
my liands, trembled himself and called for the nurse, whereon 
some one ran up stairs, and 1, half in laughter, half in tears, 
feeling very flighty and lightheaded, thanked them all. “ Where 
am I, sir ?” said I, to the doctor ; “ at school ?” 

‘‘ No, at Great Yarmouth, where a portion of your ship 
was driven in after the wreck, with you on the top of it, lashed 
firmly, but senseless. Bobus came in afterwards, nearly killed by 
being bumped against a rock ; but he is now safe and sound.” 

“ Thank God,” said I, fervently. 

“ And, as for you, Ned,” said Flook, “you have had brain- 
fever and that sort of thing, and I, living here as you know, 
barely recognised you when brought down to the beach, and 
have had you nursed through it, and have sent for the doctor, 
and — hallo ! here’s your nurse ; thank her.” . 

Fie pushed forward, as he spoke, a young lady about my 
own age, but so calm, wise-looking, so pretty, well-dressed, 
so neat and sedate, and, withal, so w'ell-grown and tall, that 
1 thought her ever so much my superior and better, as in- 
dtied she was. 
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“ She is my eldest sister,” continuctl Flook ; ** and, being 
wise and notable, our house-keeper.” 

I had not been in company with a lady since I had parted 
with Mrs. Taw. The few I saw during the time I was with 
the professor I could not call acquaintances ; and this young 
lady was so different, and so beautiful, tliat I shut my eyes 
at the sight, and muttered “ O / Dca certe.^^ 

‘‘ He has not forgotten his Latin,” cried the doctor. 

“ What did he say ?’' said the young lady, offering me 
some cooling drink. 

“ Why, that you were a goddess, or an angel, as we should 
say now,” said Flook, with a smile. “What do you think 
of the com[)liment, Lucy?’* 

“ I think that he meant it,” she answered, quietly, putting 
her cool hand upon my heated forehead. 

I could have kissed that soft hand, only I dared not, and 
presently my schoolfellow, taking upon himself the part of a 
physician, ordered all out of the room save liimself and the 
doctor, and urged upon me the wisdom of going to sleep. 

“ You are past all danger, Ned,” said he. “ Sleep, and 
refresh yourself ; gi'ow strong, and get up ; you are past all 
danger now. You will live to do great things yet.” 

I did fall asleep, not without silently giving way to my 
almost unutterable feeling of thankfulness. I awoke, the 
next morning, a new creature, and, day after day, mended 
rapidly. Old Bobus was delighted when he saw me, and 
prophesied that I should soon be “ out of dock,” and be all 
taut and right. He told me that he had heard some rumours 
of the two boats and their crews having been picked up by a 
Geiman vessel, and was in gi eat hopes that all except Pilbeam, 
had been saved. 

The family of my old schoolfellow I found excelling in 
kindness. They were five in all — two sons and one daughter, 
of whom Flook was the eldest, and the father, an admirable 
gentleman, who perfectly knew how to govern regulate 
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his family, at the same time, to be kind, and, indeed, full of 
jollity and merriment. Bobus was constituted an out-door 
lodger, and would come to breakfast in time to join in daily 
prayers, and, when necessary, to take me out. He was never 
satisfied with praising the family, one of his reasons for admi- 
ration being that they were governed as well as on board a 
man-of-war. “ All order, all punctuality,’' said he. “ Dinner 
for servants at two bells, for family at six bells. Get up early, 
never in a hurry; captain always on the look-out for squalls 
— tliat’s the family for me.” 

He more than once referred me to Miss Lucy, as one who, 
when I settled in life, and determined to do “ short duty,” I 
might take as a good partner. She,” he said, ‘‘ was well 
built, and, morally speaking, had every timber sound. More- 
over, she would answer her helm, as the present commander 
could testify, and, in fact, she was as neat and as pretty a 
craft as any one would wish to sail with over life's ocean.” 

Lucy’s tenderness and care, her solicitude and gentleness, 
the anxiety which her clear and pretty blue eyes expressed if 
I felt a little more poorly than before, certainly had a great 
effect upon me. Pity is akin to love, and I loved her as a 
brother might a fond good sister. I had not been brought up 
with girls, and the feelings I entertained for one of the 
opposite sex were distant and respectful. The rough speeches 
of Bobus made me first sensible of a passion different from 
any which had ever been present in my bosom before, but I 
kept my own counsel and said nothing. I was a poor friend- 
less boy, without money, almost without prospects, and until 
I had achieved something in life I could not think of letting 
an affection root itself. ' ' 

When I had grown stronger, I found every one rejoiced, 
and grew so fond of me, ’'that upon the proposal of the doctor 
to take me away into the country, back to the old school, 
which ’was, he said, to be my home, all looked sorrowful and 
sad. “ Let 4um stay here a little while, doctor/’ said my 
schoolfellow’s father. 
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“ You forget, sir, that Mrs. Taw and one or two friends 
are burning to see him.” 

** She will find him vastly improved, no doubt/*' answered 
Mr. Flook ; “ taller and stronger, my son says, by a great 
deal. He is quite a hero too.- A boy who before he is 
twenty has gone through the perils and dangers of an Arctic 
voyage, is indeed some one. He will be the admiration of 
your little village. How well his friend and companion Bobus 
speaks of him.” 

As he said these words, as if called into our presence by 
the mention of his name, who should enter but Bobus, with 
a large, long letter in his hand, upon which was printed, “0// 
Her Majesty" s Service,^^ Good news! Mas’r Ned,” he cried, 

good news ! The commander's safe and sound, so is the 
doctor, and so are all the crew of the ‘Lively Bessy,' but two.” 

“ Hurrah f I cried, jumping up, and waving my hand- 
kerchief. “ Hurrah I” cried the doctor, and Mr. Flook joined* 
also in the sailor's cheer. 

Bobus continued, “You are allowed a twelvemonths' leave 
of absence — ” 

“ Absence I I don't belong to any ship,” I interrupted, with 
the greatest surprise. 

“ And in consideration of your conduct, as reported both 
by the doctor and the lieutenant, you arc to take rank as 
midshipman in her Majesty's service.” 

“ Bravo !” cried old Flook, who came in time to hear the 
last. “ Why, Ned's an officer at last.” 

“ He’ll live long on his midshipman’s half-pay, won't he ?” 
said Flook. 

• • “I do not know what to tell Mrs. Taw and your school- 
fiiends, Paget,” said the doctor somewhat sorrowfully. “ I 
had hoped that you would have consented to spend the rest 
of your life with me. I now find that I must grieve for my 
adopted child as for all the rest” 

“Tell ye what it is, old gentleman,” said ^ Bobus to the 
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doctor, ** No doubt you're a good man ; indeed, the best of 
men. Many’s the time that Ned has told me all about you 
in the long watches of the Arctic clime. Many a time, when 
the very breath as it came from your lips froze, have our 
hearts beat warm for those at home. Bless you, I seem to 
know you all as I looks round. You are familiar to me — all 
the ship's crew.” 

Miss Lucy smiled at the expression, and putting out her 
hand wished me joy at my promotion. 

“ I know how good you are ; but avast there ! lay by I 
You are not going to spoil this boy of mine. He must go 
out and about. He hasn’t seen half the world yet ; he began 
at the wrong end,, and saw the worst part first. Well, then, 
what must he do ? Why go aboard ship, to be sure. Eng- 
land wants sailors, such sailors as will make good and great 
men. Besides that, my shipmates, when once a man has 
been aboard ship, England arn’t half big enough for him ; he 
wants to stretch himself a bit, and so does MasV Ned; and 
in whatever ship he sails I’ll sail too. 

To make a long story short, it was agreed that I should 
start at once for the old school, and spend a few days there ; 
that Mr. Flook should go up to London and try to find out 
my uncle, and the reason for his mysterious disappearance; 
and that then, having written and thanked my late com- 
mander and the doctor, I should study during my long leave 
of absence, so as to fit myself for my future profession. The 
doctor did not fail to give me a long lesson upon the utility 
of the schoolmaster, who, he said, should be looked upon 
with great honour in every country, quite as much, indeed, 
as a naval or military officer. It might be, he said, even 
more, because a sailor or soldier only defends the goods of 
the citizens, but a schoolmaster had care of their children’s 
minds and souls. To all of this I assented, but answered that, 
although I honoured, as I was bound to do, by the ties of grati- 
tude and love, schoolmasters in g^eneral, and especially one, yet 
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I did not feel that I was adapted for the profession, while, as 
several who knew me said, that I should make a good sailor, 
and that I had no^v“ an opportunity. However, I declared 
that I placed myself in the doctor^s hands, and would let him 
choose for me. 

The doctor was delighted at what he called my generous 
obedience, and praised, perhaps more highly than it deserved, 
that readiness which I shewed to give uj) a cherished project 
at his bidding. “It is not easy,” he said, “for a man, who 
knows what the failures of this world are, to put aside any- 
thing he has set his heart upon ; how much more difficult it 
is for a boy, whose imi)ressions are so much more vivid, 
whose hopes are a thousand times brighter, whose feelings 
are more acute, never having been dulled or blunted by the 
world.” 

I had, moreover, the sweet approval of Miss Lucy and her - 
father. Lucy was full of romantic ideas as to teaching. She 
was ready to make all the boys good and all the lessons easy. 
She would have no punishment, she would govern all the boys 
by persuasion, gentleness, and an appeal to their feelings, and 
their sense of honour. To which the doctor replied that, 
from experience, he could state that some boys had no feel 
ings, and were only to be appealed to by their “seat of 
honour,” at which both the old gentlemen laughed immoder- 
ately, and Lucy and I looked abashed. She was not daunted, 
however, and advised me to settle down as a schoolmaster in 
a pretty village, and to do my duty there as elsewhere. 

To this harangue my schoolfellow old Flook and my friend 
Bobus replied, that I was not suited to be a schoolmaster. 
Xh^t it was as noble to teach men in a ship to do their duty 
as to teach boys ; in fact, said the philosopher, “ it appears 
to me, with deference to father and the doctor, that it does 
not so much matter what a man does in life, as how he does 
it. If honour and glory were to be apportioned by the wise 
and the good as they are in the world, true honour and glory 
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would be at an end. The man who, in a humble station, 
never made himself heard beyond his home, but who did his 
duty there, taught his children well, add set an example to 
his wife, would be overlooked or not heard of; whilst he who, 
in a moment of excitement, perilled his life to lead one 
troop of men to destroy another troop, would be, as he is, 
trumpeted all over the world, laden with stars and ribbons, 
called a lord, and be mentioned after his death as a hero. 
Whereas,” said old Flook, in conclusion, “ it is harder to do 
the first than the second.” 

“Precisely, Herbert,” said the doctor. “You have given 
us the benefit of an excellent argument in our favour ; your dis- 
course might have made a theme on that passage of Horace — 

^*Qu3e virtus et quanta,” &c. 

WTiat and how great the virtue and the art 

To live on little with a cheerful heart.” 

“If so be as I may speak,” said Bobus, striking in, “about 
this here Mas’r Ned, I should say this. Lay by there and 
sound the depths ! Don’t sail in a hurry! What call have 
you to take away a young sailor from her Majesty’s service? 
Sometimes boys know what to do with themselves better 
than their born and natural parents. Look at the chart for 
that. S’posc you had a made your great inventor. Master 
Watt, greengrocer, or had a turned Master Nelson into a 
parson, eh! D’ye think we should a had steam, or have 
beaten the French at Trafalgar. Lay by, then! Look at 
the log ! Don’t run out many knots afore you sound agin, 
or you’ll be on the rocks, or my name arnt Jack Bobus.” 
After this oracular wisdom, the boatswain slapped his thigh, 
put his tarpaulin hat on his head, and walked out into the 
garden. My friends had nothing to say against it. As 
Bobus afterwards said, one broadside had demolished the 
whole fleet, the question was settled, and my course in life 
determined on. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

WE DETERMINE TO TRAVEL ON THE OCEAN OF LAND — 
NEW YORK. 

N this portion of my adventures I fee] that 
I should be as brief as possible. To tlic 
regret of my kind friends, who were sorry 
to part with us even for so short a lime, 
my schoolfellow, old Flook, as I still 
called him affectionately, and I set forward 
one fine day from Yarmouth to our old 
midland school village, and when there;, spent 
a great many happy days at the school. 
Two years had made a vast difference. lattlc boys had grown 
to big ones, and big ones had gone away ; we found few who 
knew and remembered us. 

Old Taw was dcliglUed. She never cared much for Flook, 
but she loved me with all the warmth she had. She was 
never tired of admiring my growth and the alteration in me. 
She declared I was quite a man, and when J told her how 
kind all had been to me, she said that nobody coiilil help it. 
“ Don’t you like a straightforward, honest person, when you 
meet him, Ned, eh?” she asked, ‘^and don’t you think they 
will like you? Illcss you, they must. Good people find 
good friends.” 

Not always,” said Flook, trying to combat her honest faith. 

More shame to those who say it,” she answered ; “ aye, 
and more than this, God helps the fatherless, and many a 
lonely lad thrives more than those who have rich friends and 
many to help them.” 

Bravo, Taw !” cried Flook^ clapping his great hands, and 
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opening his great eyes. “ Here’s a health to you, Taw ; 
you’re a trump.” 

Here the doctor came in to the little study, his face beam- 
ing with delight. He held a paper in his hand. “Do you 
know,” he cried, “ Paget, what has become of your friend, 
the professor, eh ? I mean that person who wrote so many 
letters, and sometimes received money in the answers ? He 
was a mere begging-letter writer, of course, aud ’tis lucky 
you were separated from liim.” 

“ No,” I answered, “ I have scarcely thought of him. I 
have even given up all thoughts of my uncle.” 

“ He was your uncle,” answered the doctor. “ Nay, do not 
be ashamed,” as I blushed deeply. “Learn this — no spot or 
stain can attach to any one but through his own faults and 
actions. Peter Carle was an assumed name. Under it he 
has expiated his swindling crimes, and has come out of prison 
with some determination to be respectable. He sent me a 
letter but the day before yesterday, declaring his sorrow, de- 
ploring your loss — for. of course he knows nothing of your 
adventures ; and adding that he has been engaged as a 
surgeon on board an emigrant ship, that he intends getting 
into practice in Victoria, and hopes henceforward to live a 
worthy and honest life.” 

“ I hope he will,” said I. “ He had passed as a surgeon, 
and was clever — so I have heard my fatlier say.” 

“ How is it that you did not know him, Paget ?” asked 
Flook. 

“ I had not seen him for seven years, and I never sus- 
pected that I should meet him as I did. He must have tracked 
me from the inn ; our meeting was surely not accidental.”e ^ 

“Of course not ; how could it be? He wanted you, by 
your innocence, your looks, and age, to aid him in his pecu- 
liar method of getting a livelihood. A year’s imprisonment 
and his subsequent hard life have taught him the value of 
honesty, which, by the way, some men do not learn till late 
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in life. Well, he is off to Australia; do not disturb him ; I 
will write him word of your welfare should I, as he promises, 
hear from him again.” 

I was glad to dismiss so painful a subject from my mind, 
and during the whole time that I stayed with the doctor, 
which was three weeks, did not allude to it. We were then 
recalled to Yarmouth, to celebrate my friend’s twenty-first 
birthday, and during the gaieties on that occasion I had the 
opportunity of dancing more than once with pretty Miss 
Lucy, whom I found more engaging than ever. 

It had been arranged that after Flook’s coming of age he 
should travel. Now, his whole idea and impulse had been to 
be an engineer and to go out to India, but his health not 
being strong, and his father having a competent fortune, that 
was overruled, and after due deliberation it was agreed that 
we should go to another of old Flook’s early loves — America, 
lie wanted to see the prairies, that ocean of land which he 
declared must be more wonderful than the ocean of water, 
liobus, who had not yet got his ship, and who was, in fact, 
waiting for me, to my great delight and little surprise declared 
that he too would join us. 

So it was determined upon. Doctor Leatherby furnished 
me with money, Flook was amply provided, berths were taken 
in one of the Cunard line of steamers, and after a voyage of 
twenty-one days — I say nothing of leave-taking — we three 
found ourselves in the chief city of the Great Republic- 
New York. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

WHICH RELATES MV FURTHER ADVENTURES. 

F. wlio determines to write his adventures 
must lake can* to leave out certain 
])ortions of hih life, or he will tire his 
readers. Mo.'.t men live a life of inci- 
dent ; indeed, the most quiet amongst 
us has had his hair-breadth scapes, his 
troubles, and his trials, which would, if 
properly set forth, fill a volume. I'here 
are two kinds of life — the thinking and 
the acting — and he who lives the busiest 
docs not always live the best, nor is that 
portion of our lives which is fullest of adventure always the 
wisest or the most profitable. 

I write this because I must make a jump in the relation of 
my own adventures in one or two portions of my life— at 
this present portion and at another when the reader will 
doubtlessly find it out. 

He wih :‘ijreforc kindly suppose*'that I and my school- 
fellow stayed some weeks with Doctor Lcathcrby, who eveiy 
day taught us something, and endeavoured to instil some 
honourable and worthy principle. If I loved him before, 
when I left him, a friendless boy, for London, I loved him 
now with ten times more ardour. I perceived his value, for 
I had sense enough to know that one wiser and older than 
yourself, who constantly sets truth before you, w'ho cheers 
you on in the pursuit of knowledge, and who strengthens you 
in the practice of virtue, is indeed above and beyond all 
price, Such to me was my dear old friend, Dr. Leatherby. 
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To travel had been a long-cherished idea of my friend 
Flook. In our school-days he wished to become an Indian 
engineer, but his friends, and especially his father, had begged 
him to lay aside that idea. He had done so obediently, but 
his desire to travel was not conquered, and he had obtained 
leave and licence to go to another land of wonders — that 
land of vast expanse, of wondrous space, of gigantic rivers, 
and endless prairies. 

In obedience to tliis wish, behold us in New York, for we 
must omit a sorrowful parting with friends at home, with Dr. 
Leatherby, Miss Lucy, and poor old Mrs. Taw. As for 
Bobus, he had determined to accompany us, and to drop for 
a time the character of the sailor in that of the “ long-shore** 
traveller. 

New York has been described so often that we need not 
repeat anything here. To us it was a city of contradictions. 
It was English and not Pmglish, yet it was not foreign/ 
strange it was, strange in the glaring colours of its houses, in 
its vast hotels, in its “ blocks ** of streets, in its fanciful, ener- 
getic, curious inhabitants, in its manners and customs. Pre- 
suming cities to have terms of natural life, I should say that 
this city was much younger than ours at home, and had 
strange freaks and whimsies, and was altogether more demon- 
strative and presuming, as is the manner of youth. This was 
especially seen in sign-boards, advertisements, and shoi> 
fronts, and occasionally overran the whole of a house, and 
appeared at its sides. 

Wc made one or two acquaintances during our stay at a 
gigantic hotel, which boasted of the population of an English 
Jiiynlet, and then, under the auspices of one free and friendly 
young gentleman, who said he could see we were a couple of 
freshly-caught young Britishers, we began our travels in the 
States, one of our special objects being to observe how slavery 
worked. Our young friend advised us very plainly not to give 
our opinions too freely upon anything in the States, because, 
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he saidj they were mighty jealous of any stranger, and were 
determined to defend their peculiar institutions to the last. 

He pronounced this with the greatest good humour, em- 
phasising every third word, and especially the last in every 
sentence, and with a peculiar twang, which it is impossible to 
give in print. 

“Ah !'* grunted Bobus, looking at him with some disdain, 

“ we are not to pass the signal, eh ! and to go through this 
voyage in dumb sliow.” 

“ Wal,” answered the New Yorker, “ I calc’late it’s better, 
stranger. You’ve bin in the seafaring line, and know the ^ 
valy of a pilot in a strange sea. Now, Fm that pilot, and 
you obey orders.” 

“ Oh !” said Bobus, cutting a bit of pigtail, and putting it 
in his mouth. 

“ Pass a bit here, stranger,” said our friend. He took a 
* huge plug, and chewed it with all the zest of an old sailor. 
Bobus cast up his eyes in wonder. 

Our friend was not more than nineteen ; he looked about 
sixteen. He was small, sharp-visaged, and wiry ; in looks, as 
I said, a mere boy ; in every action a cool, calm, calculating 
man. His talk was of dollars and cents, he had a good 
knowledge of the money market, and was quite ready to 
speculate. He was not refined or gentlemanly in his manners, 
still less was he vulgar. He was a complete man of the 
world, and yet, as Bobus said, a child. The wonder was, 
not that he was so, but that he formed no exception to the 
general rule. There were dozens of his class, size, shape, 
and figure, travelling, talking, buying, and selling, giving 
opinions on religion, trade, morality, and politics, everywheffe. 

“The Yankees,” said Bobus, “are a wonderful people!” 
He looked at our Iriend as he said it, and remained happily 
dumb with wonder, 

“ Wal,” said the young fellow, “ we air, sir ; but we air not 
all Yankees. They air only ‘Yankees * in New HQ.mpsA^ar, 
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Vermont, Massachusetts, Connec//cut, and Maine. In 0//io 
they air ‘Buckeyes;’ in Axkamzs^ ‘Yahoos;’ in Indiana, 
‘Hosiers;’ in Carolina, ‘Nullyfiers;’ in Yi^niuck^ ‘Com- 
crakers;’ in Illinois, ‘Suckers;’ in Michigan, ‘Wolverines;’ 
and in New York, ‘ Cockneys.’ But you Britishers are so 
Plain ignorant that you call us all Yankees.” 

^ Our young friend, being from Vermont, was a Yankee, and 
was proud of it ; he was very attentive to us, and not having 
any particular object at present, attached himself to us and 
to our governor, as he called Bobus, and determined to travel 
with us. 

“ I will open your eyes a little, I will. I calc’late that 
they do keep you down so in the old country ; that they won’t 
let you out without him.” He pointed to old Bobus as he 
said this, and again intimated that he was our “ governor,” 
that is, sent to take care of us. 

We both smiled, and chatted with our young friend, and, 
English-like, let him into our confidence, and told him what 
our object was. I will say this, that immediately he found 
we had trusted him, and given him our confidence, he was 
delighted to be our friend, and served us truly. He was 
about, he said, to set out to Charleston, South Carolina, a 
reg’lar slave-nest, as he said. Thence he would proceed to 
Independence, and thence, joining a trader’s caravan, would 
buy a few lots, charter a wagon, and proceed across the 
prairies to Santa FtJ. He thought that we could not do better 
than to join him. 

We thought so too, and in a few days our vessel, with a heavy 
head-mnd setting at our bows, tacked into Charleston Har- 
l>our. Entering it, we passed Fort Sumpter, then just com- 
menced, which was to be mounted with fifty pieces of cannon, 
“able,” said our young friend, “to lift any British ship out of 
the water if she wanted to come to Charleston agin.” We 
also passed another fortress, called Fort Johnson, nearer the 
town, and strongly defended with artillery, and soon after 
moored abreast of the pier. K 
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CHAPTER XXVI V. 

A SLAVE SALE AT CHARLESTON— OLD FLOOR PURCHASES 
A NIGGER. 

HERE was a look about the capital city 
of North Carolina which put Bobus 
very much in mind of Portsmouth, and 
which caused the old sailor to stroll 
about King-street in a free and easy 
way. Our young friend again w'arned 
us to say nothing about slavery, as 
here all were violent partisans in its 
favour, and the majority carried the new repeating pistols, 
wliich wc now term revolvers, as well as bowie knives, and 
were very apt to use them suddenly. 

Bobus and Flook, out of respect to our friend, agi’ced to 
be silent, and I, desirous of continuing our journey, and per- 
fectly liopclcss of doing any good by interference, did not wish 
lo irritate any one by reference to the peculiar institution.** 
Having refreshed ourselves at our hotel we rambled through 
the streets of the city, finding its inhabitants very pale and 
sickly in appearance, and many of them in mourning, which 
showed that the place was not very healthy to the Anglo- 
Saxon race. The black population was, however, healthy 
and merry enough, and clothed in the gayest of colours. 

We had not walked a very long way before Bobus w’as, as 
he termed it, “ brought up sudden ’* before a door upon which 
hung a jninted bill. He was .so intent upon it that we'ra’h 
to see what it was. The document advertised the inhabitants 
of Charleston, and the United States generally, that Messrs. 
Franklyn and Washington were, on that very day at noon, to 
offer, for public competition, several very likely lots of slaves, 
both male and female. The “ Conditions of Sale ** were at- 
tached, by which we were further made awTire that the highest 
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bidder was to be the purchaser, and that if any dispute arose 
as to two bidders, the “ lot’* was to be put' up again, and the 
usual “ conditions of sale” were to be submitted to. 

We were looking at the bill when the rumbling of a cart, 
accompanied with a rough request to ‘‘ stand aside,” caused 
us to turn round. A small clumsily-built cart, full of black 
children, perfectly naked, and tumbled together like calves, 
drew up at the gates of the building, which opened to admit 
them. Four black women, naked to the waist, followed 
them. We could not but be struck with the similarity be- 
tween these poor creatures and the cows and calves which 
one saw proceeding to market in England, nor can I ever 
fully describe the appalling sensation of dread, terror, and 
helplessness which came over me as the cart rolled into the 
yard. We entered also. 

We found the slaves chattering and talking together in 
barrack,” as they called it ; a wooden outhouse or barn, 
as much resembling a cattle-shed as need be. Too much so, 
indeed, for English eyes ; but we were so much convinced 
that, in this instance, a still tongue makes a wise head, that 
we were, very naturally, silent. 

A stoutly-built and florid individual, a northerner, I believe, 
who looked very much like an English cattle-driver — I cannot 
help referring to cattle in everything — stood by with a thin cane 
in hand, tapping his highlow boot, and glancing round every 
moment as if he were in want of customers, and was watching 
the faces of those who came in, and judging thence tlie pro- 
bability of their desiring to be purchasers of a “ likely lot ” of 
ebony” — such was the term applied to our black fellow-men. 
^ As we entered the barrack the auctioneer stood upon a 
sort of raised platform, and, by striking his hammer, gave 
notice that the sale was about to commence. 

Lot I was a negress, with or without her infant of four 
months. She had,” said the auctioneer, ‘‘ good milk, was 
veiy healthy, and was kind and tender to children. She had 
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neither vices nor defects ; could sew, wash, starch, and cook, 
and all in perfection. The motive for selling her was simply 
because she had been disobedient to her mistress.” 

A fine negress stood up, as he described her, with a flash- 
ing indignant eye, but with now and then a plaintive and a 
piteous smile upon her face, when she saw any one approach 
whose face she thought good and gentle, and whom she might 
have desired as a purchaser. There was a smart bidding for 
this negress, and the auctioneer used his eloquence consider- 
ably in descanting on her virtues. She was at last “ knocked 
down ” for, I forget how many dollars. 

Then came other lots, the women and children were sold 
first. I was so sickened that I turned away from the human 
trafiic. Flook, with a lowering brow, and Bobus, with a 
frown on his face, and with the end of his rattan stuffed into his 
»‘hiouth, as if to prevent himself from speaking, listened quietly. 

Next came other lots. The males were more noisy; and 
sonic, who had been sold once or twice before, would now 
and then interrupt the auctioneer, and have their say in the 
bargain which so nearly concerned themselves. Thus, the 
auctioneer put up a lot,” named Joe. “ This, gentlemen,” 
said he, “ is a prime lot, an excellent field hand.” 

A hard-featured, cruel-eyed man had been lookuig at the 
teeth and testing the muscles of Joe, and the latter did not 
like the looks of liis jirobable master. 

“A prime lot, gentlemen,” cried the auctioneer. 

“Ain’t a prime lot,” said Joe; “I’m a werry unlikely 
nigger ; don’t no one buy me.” 

“A sound, industrious, capital field hand, gentlemen,” 
continued the seller. , ^ 

“ Don’t know nuffm. Ain’t a sound, fust-rate field hand. 
Don’t know how to plant rice, I don’t,” continued Joe. 

“Why, what’s the matter with you, Joe?” said one, catch- 
ing hold of Joe’s muscular leg. 

“ Bad rheumatis, can’t be cured by Massa Parr’s pills,” 
whimpered Joe ; “c,n’t fit to do no work.” 
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“Why does he say so?” asked I of our friend. 

“ *Cos he knows if any one gives a good price for him, he 
will expect more work out of him than a low-priced nigger, 
d’ye see ? If any one gives six hundred dollars for him, he 
will expect less work than from one who cost him eight 
hundred or a thousand dollars.” 

So the sale went on. We became at last quite interested 
in this curious dialogue. 

“ Here’s a capital lively boy, gentlemen,” said the 
auctioneer, when Joe had been “ knocked down.” 

“ Aint a capital lively boy. Am berry lazy, and broke my 
foot last fall.” 

“ Quite without vice, and a prime lot for your money.” 

“ Plenty of wice, berry sulky, and isn’t a prime lot for no 
one’s money,” rejoined the young negro. 

The boy was, however, sold ; and presently a very old; 
decrepit negro, with white head and shaking limbs, stood up 
on the little stage. He had to be lifted up, and when on the 
platform shook and shivered in a pitiable way. 

Murmurs of pity for the negro, and anger against the 
auctioneer, arose from the crowd. 

“ It’s a shame to sell him,” said one. 

“ It’s like selling your grandfather.” 

“ Poor old Plbony, how weak he is ! ” 

“ lie ought to be kept on the estate.” 

“ He’s not worth his keep.” 

“ Look at his gray hairs.” 

“ What am I to do, gentlemen ? Here am I to sell this 
lot If they put one here like this, I can only do my duty.” 
. He should be set free,” whispered Flook. “ I’ll buy him.” 

Our Yankee friend stared at him. 

“ Do buy me, gentlemen,” said the old fellow. “ My 
name’s Massa Stumph. Am berry ’fectionate old nigger.” 
His voice was certainly low and weak, and he fixed his eyes 
upon us with a look of entreaty. 

“ He is a very faithful servant,” said the seller. “ He was 
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for many years on the estate of Mr. Stumph, the deceased 
gentleman for whose executors I now appear. He calls him- 
self ‘ Old Stump.* What will you bid, gentlemen?*’ 

He is not worth his keep,” said one, drawing away. 

“ You will have to nurse him,** said another. 

Make a bidding, gentlemen. Shall we say five dollars ?** 
No one answered, and the auctioneer spoke again; and 
then old Flook, who had for a moment consulted me, cried 
“ rive dollars.** The auctioneer, who was glad enough to 
end the sale, let his hammer fall, and old Flook and I were, 
for the first time in our lives, possessed of a slave. 

No sooner had the hammer fallen than, to our intense 
surprise, an immense change took place in our slave. He 
jumped at once to the ground, and ran up to Flook, crying, 
“ I'm yours, massa, Old Stump yqur lawful nigger i Sarve 
^you well, massa ; ain*t so old as I look ; beat many a young 
nigger yet.** He bared his muscular arm as he said this, and 
made the muscle of it swell out like a cricket-ball. The 
whole company burst out into a roar of laughter ; our friend 
paid the five dollars, and we went out of the sale-room, 
followed by old Stump, and hardly knowing what to do with 
our new purchase. 

Our first care was to buy him a decent cotton suit, and to 
give him some dinner. After he had had that, and was 
washed, he looked at least ten years younger. He waited on 
us at our hotel with the grace and activity of a London 
waiter, and was full of smiles and grins at the idea of having 
cheated the auctioneer. 

** Old Stump,** he said, berry much pleased at cheating 
white rascal. Like white gentl'n, Stump do. Sarbe white 
gentl’n, he wull. Cheat wretched auctioneer.’* 

** That will do, Stump,** said our young fnend, putting an 
end to his talk. Go down stairs with the other niggers; be 
ready for us to-morrow. Can you drive?** 

“ Yes, massa,” said Stump. 

Ah, very good : now, cut it; slope; make tracks, old man.** 
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By which language our friend meant that Stump should dis- 
appear, which he did. 

“ What will you do with him ?” said he to us. He will be 
useful as far as Santa Fd and back ; ))ut what then?’^ 

“ I wtU set him free in Canada, and buy him some land,” * 
said Flook. 

Oh, ha !” returned the Yankee, with a whistle ; “and now 
let us talk of going on to Independence and to Santa Fd 
Westward, ho ! across the prairies, and the nigger shall drive 
our waggon.” 

“ Agreed,” said we all ; and then, tired with the voyage, 
we sought our room. 

We spent a few days in travelling about North Carolina, 
visited the rice plantations, and saw various phases and scenes 
of slavery — scenes which did not prejudice me very much in 
its favour. But we saw one thing, namely, that God does 
temper the wind to the shorn lamb, and that He as surely 
mitigates the cruelty of one class of society towards another. 
Unhappy the slaves were not. If laughter, good condition, 
sleek appearance, plenty of food, and few cares could make 
people happy, the black people we saw were so. But the 
material success of evil, or its prosperous duration, cannot 
make it good, nor will evil produce good. We saw the bright 
side of slavery and its dark side also. We heard of murders 
and whippings, scourgings, torturings, and horrible revenges ; 
we saw cruelty and ignorance, dense stupidity and enormous 
vice; we found God^s gospel denied to the poor, and, in a 
Christian land, the chief blessing of Christianity denied. 

“ Come,” said I, one morning, “ let us again be * out and 
about.’ I am tired of this land of mourning and darkness. 
We can do no good, let us away from them.” 

“ By all means,” said Flook, stretching his arms, and yawn- 
mg as if awakened from an unpleasant dream. 

“ If we don’t,” said Bobus, “ I shall ship myself aboard a 
ship and go home to the little island, the best place in the 
world.” 
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“ Except the great United States, stranger,’* added our 
friend, I calc’late Eve pretty nigh used up North 

Car'Iina. ’Sposc we make our way to Independence.” 

“Ah ! we’re all independent enuff,” interrupted Bolms. 

“ ’1'is a town o’that name, stranger,” said our young friend, 
‘Svhcnce they start on the great Santa Ee journey.” 

“Then I’m for going,” said I. 

“ And I,” cried Elook. 

“ Wal, we’ll tak’ our places in the cy’ars by which last 
word our friend meant tlic railway carriages : a small railway 
running in the northwest direction towards our destination. 
The other part of the journey we were to undertake cn horse- 
back. 

It is hardly necessary to remind the reader that slavery 
in the United States of America has long been a tlving of 
^hc i)ast. Its abolition was one of the results of the great 
Civil War of 1861-65, 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 


wn SFT C)UT ON THU GREAT PRAIRIE JOURNEY. 



B ehold us, then, at last, in 
the far west of that great 
Republic whose home is in 
the setting sun. We had left 
Bobus behind at Richmond, 
but he was only to make some 
’purchases and join us in the’ new and 
beautiful city of - Independence. Our 
waggons, which we had purchased at 
Pittsburg, were large vehicles, built lightly and possessing 
much room, so that they could be laden with the miscel- 
laneous property which the traders sought to dispose of at 



OUT AND about. 


137 


Santa Fd Twelve mules drew the larger waggons, and 
eight or ten the smaller. Some few had oxen, whose feet 
were shod in a peculiar manner, to tread well upon the 
slippery prairie grass. Some of the oxen had their feet tied 
up in a bag of raw buffalo hide, which lasted well when 
the weather was dry; \vet weather rotted them through. We, 
ourselves, had a light chaise with four wheels and a head 
co\'ering, drawn by one horse. Wc also had three horses to 
ndc, and lor a change often took the saddle off one, and put 
him into the luirness. lly careful grooming and attention, we 
managed to kcej) our animals in very good condition, whilst 
others gre-v ihin, lost flesh, and some died on the road, which 
was itnvrif juetty well maikcd out by the skeletons of animals 
that had p Tishcd in pi^v: ais journeys, and the bones of buf- 
faloes that had been sia'n for the icpast of travellers. To 
manage our chaise, we had brought with us the old niggei*,^ 
Stump, wdiom Flook had purchased as before related. Stump, 
himself, was, as he ])hrased it, a good niygar, Sar ! berry good 
niggar,” but only with those wnom b.*: ' /ed and respected. 
I am bound to say tliat with others he was very refractory, 
but to us he was always good, and t( V especial care of our 
Dearborn waggon, or, since he would persist that the Yankee 
wJio sold it us cheated, as Flook called it, our dear-bought 
waggon. On the 21st of May, on a beautiful morning, the 
little parly met at a place called Council Grove, thence to 
commence our journey over the ocean of land. One or two 
valetudinarians, “ swells ” of the Upper Ten Thousand from 
New York, accompanied us, for a journey across the prairies 
is frequently recommended as a restorative of health, the fine 
-free bracing air, the change of .scene, the hard, yet wholesome 
living, air conducing to this result. One of these, a young 
gentleman rejoicing in the name of Lafayette Peabody, 
attached himself to the Britishens, as tliey called us. Before 
we reached Council Grove, which is about one hundred and 
fifty miles from Independence, we overtook a caravan of 
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thirty more waggons, which had set out from another town,^ 
and which, with our twelve, made an imposing array of forty- 
two, which were formed in three lines abreast, and about 
fourteen feet from each other. Our light waggon and about 
ten horsemen led the van, beyond these four or five horse^ 
men, with rifles, made an advanced guard. Two small and 
light cannons, six-pounders, mounted upon carriages, were in 
the centre of the caravan, and a body of armed merchants, 
travellers, loafers, or valetudinarians who had joined the ex- 
pedition brought up the rear ; a party of four, mounted on 
very fleet horses, and with rifles ready for a moment’s notice, 
formed the rear-guard of the company. 

We were altogether a company of nearly one hundred 
members. This company was formed into watches, com- 
manded by eight lieutenants. An experieuced prairie tfaveuer 
and merchant was entrusted with the command of the whole, 
and eight serjeants of the watch took upon themselves the 
onerous duty of seeing that all took their turn, and that none 
slept at their posts, so as to let us be surprised by Indians. 
The^ dresses of our company were as various as their 
nations and persons. The backwoodsman exhibited his 
leathern hunting-shirt, the waggoner, a flannel jackef, dyed 
red or blue, with flannel sleeves. The New Yorker had 
a fustian jacket with a multitude of pockets ; the English- 
man his blue worsted jersey over-all, with a belt round 
him, containing a multitude of pockets, and through which 
belt also he stuck his pistols. Our party was as variously 
arrntd. Colt’s revolvers and repeating guns figured by the 
side of double-barrelled fowling-pieces, old rifleS, flint guns, ^ 
and even tlie bell-mouthed blunderbuss, which the prayi^ 
men called “ the scatter-gun,” but which was proved to he 
useful in night attacks and surprises. Bowie-knives, axes, 
clasp-knives, and picturesque daggers hung about the clothes 
of our various friends, and made us look more like a pre- 
datory band of fillibusters than a peaceful party assembled 
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solely for the purposes of trade. The axes were soon brought 
into requisition at Council Grove, all the fit timber we could 
see we cut for spare axle-trees and other waggon mending 
purposes, in case of accidents happening where We could not 
get timber nor aid. 

When all was ready, for at Council Grove we waited for 
others, and the place is indeed a point of debarkation, the 
port on the land-ocean from which one sets sail, the captain, 
on the 30th of May, gave the word “Catch up,^’ the pre- 
liminary order before starting. To “ catch up’* is simply the 
order to the teamsters to put to, and each was anxious to 
show his superior quickness or agility. Old Stump had our 
horses in readiness, Bobus being seated in the waggon and 
not exactly caring to get on deck, as he called it, across a 
horse. The others were ail bustle and hurry. The oxen 
were the first caught The mules showed their natural 
obstinacj, and one or two of them, placing their fore feet on 
tlie ground, as if they had grown there, refused to stir. On 
the other hand, the oxen were willing enough, but every now 
and then would frighten each other by the jingle of their 
harness, or the rattle of the yoke, and start off on a stampede 
across the prairie, the teamsters running after them and the 
horsemen galloping ahead to turn them round. 

Harnessed and in motion we soon were, and our caravan 
started with good hopes and prospects. Bobu's had himself 
embarked some money in the venture, being determined to 
trade with the Santa Fe-ans. • 

Our route lay through a vast ocean of land, an uninter- 
rupted prairie for about five hundred miles, broken only by 
. fringes of timber edging the streams, or scattered clumps of 
trees miles and miles apart, and of very small extent Each 
of us were on the look out for adventure, Stump being terribly 
afraid of the “ Injuns,” as he called them, and for the first 
few miles continually looking to the priming of his scatter* 
gun, to see that it was ready for the foe. 
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We had not proceeded ten miles on our way, before our 
captain, who, with others, had ridden on ahead of us, blew his 
horn and called a halt. The teamsters stopped their waggons 
regularly, and within certain distances, while the horsemen 
rode to the front, those in the waggons looking to their rifles. 
When we came up we found the chiefs debating. The 
advanced guard had seen right in our track a pole stuck in 
the ground, upon which was the notice, “ The Pawnees are 
out; beware!” 

It had rather alarmed our foremost men, and there are 
always plenty of croakers in a camp. The older hands and 
stouter men, amongst whom was Bobus, however, pointed out 
that the grass ha<l grown up round the pole, and that the card- 
board on which the notice was written, with a burnt stick, had 
been drenched and soaked with rain. Now, we had not had 
r.ain for ten days. Therefore, urged Bobus and the captain, 
the notice must have been at least ten days old, if not more. 

Them critturs hangs about a long time, stranger,” said a 
cute Yankee, in a leathern jacket, and whose belt bristled 
with revolvers and bowie knives. 

^‘You know better than I, sir,” said Flook ; “but the 
notice is an old one.” 

“ It’s as well to be cautious,” said the captain, as he ordered 
the small cannon to be brought in front; “and we may as 
well be prepared.” 

“ Ready it is, sir,” said Bobus, “ as they say board ship. 
riLmarch 'with the cannon; I can use them if wanted.” 

The captain conferred apart, and then gave the word to 
advance, and the smacking of whips and the creaking of the 
waggons was soon heard again. < 

“ Mas’r Flook, Mas’r Paget,” cried old Stump to us, as he 
drove up our light waggon to our side ; “ do get on tother side 
the waggin, do, there’s dear jantlemin, out o’ the way of the 
F.ngins.” 

“^^^lich engines?” said Flook. 
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“ Them Pawnees is dreffle,” continued Stump j scalp ebcry 
one, live or dead ; scalp father, mother, and little piccaniny.’* 
Flook did not pay much attention to our black friend, and 
we rode forward, and after two or three miles of slow pro- 
gression we heard another cry. I’his time, although Stump 
was ready to declare that the “ Engins really had come 
upon us, it was really a cry of ‘Hjame, game ahead and 
there, a long way off, we saw a gathering of black bodies half 
buried in the long grass. 

Them’s buffalo 1 buffalo !*’ cried the Yankee, all eagerness, 
putting sj)urs to his mustang, a fleet, beautiful creature. The 
word ran like an electric sj)ark from one end to another of 
our line, and all who could ride pressed forward to the cliasc. 



•plook and I were soon in the front rank, thanks to tlie 
goodness of our horses. The teamsters of one or two waggons 
left their cattle to take care of themselves, and joined in the 
chase afoot. The caravan was almost deserted, and Stump 
was left in an agony of terror lest the Pawnees should in 
reality come down. The Mexicans i)ut their lances in rest 
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and rode straight at the herd, which all at once alarmed, put 
their tails up in the air, and galloped with a thundering heavy 
noise away, scattering themselves on all sides. 

The fleetest of us were soon in the midst of the game, and 
a few shaip cracks of the rifles told us that destruction had 
begun. But many shots must have gone for nothing, for we 
soon halted to count our spoils, and only five buffaloes lay on 
the grass dying or dead. The dying were soon despatched ; 
the dead dragged to a circle, and the captain gave word that 
the waggons should be brought up, a halt was sounded, and 
our tents pitched for the night, every one of the travellers, 
who each had a prairie appetite, being ready and willing to 
join in the feast, and taste the prairie luxury of buflalo 
flesh. 

Some skinned the beeves, and cut them up in joints, strips, 
and slices ; others kindled fires and got ready the cooking 
apparatus, a frying pan, a sheet iron kettle and coffee pot, 
and the never-failing butcher’s knife. All was bustle and 
animation, and it was determined that we should make a 
short day’s travel, and encamp for the night. 

Now came the duties of the lieutenants. Spaces were 
measured out and assigned to each waggon, the mules and 
cattle were hoppled, that is, their front legs were tied so that 
they could not roam away, the waggons arranged in a circle, 
and the watchers chosen, and the feasting began. 

This feasting put me very much in mind of what we used 
to read in Homer, under Doctor Leatherby’s guidance, of 
the feasts of the Grecian heroes who besieged Troy. The 
immense slices of buffalo beef, which, I confess, was very 
nice, which we saw disappear beneath the knives of our 
travellers struck us with amazement, and I confess we did 
our share towards making the meat scarce. We did not 
leave much behind us, several of our company cutting huge 
strips of raw meat off the animals, rubbing them with salt 
on the outside, and hanging them on the waggons to dry. 
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Isn’t this prime?” said Flook, taking his third slice ; by 
Jove, I am eating like a Grecian hero.” 

“ Just what I was thinking of,” said I. 

“ Yes,” said Flook, taking a long pull at his coffee tin, which 
held about a pint ; “ but I’m thinking of — ” here he paused. 

What?” I asked. 

“ Why, I’m thinking that supposing there had been a poet 
on the other side, the Trojan side, you know, whether we 
should not have heard a very different account of the matter, 
eh ! Ah, it is not all true that we read in history. I woiulfr 
what the Indians here think of us.” 

“Tink, you berry nice young gen’l’iim to scalp,” said 
Stump, catching hold of a ril>bone, and picking it with his 
white shining teeth. 

“ Catch ’em at it,” said Flook. No, I suppose that if we 
look at things in one way, we shall find that the uppermo^l; 
side is the best. Look round us now, look at these vast 
prairies, and think what good must be when they are waving 
with yellow corn, or maize, enough to feed half the teeming 
population of Europe. Now the Indians w'ould never think 
of cultivating the soil. They want to make hunting grounds 
of it, and look you, it is plain that the soil of God^s earth 
belongs to his creature, man, for the purpose of cultivation 
and reproduction. He must prove his right to it by hard work.”^ 

“ Engine,” said Stump, speaking oracularly, “ mueb like 
niggar, not berry fond o* work.” 

‘‘ You speak like a book, Mas’r Flook,” said Bobus. A 
little more coffee with your pipe, eh?” 

So the evening was spent, and the night wore on ; round 
,tl\e watch-fires, the travellers were gathering in groups after 
their feast, telling each other tales of trade, travel, and ad- 
venture, the timid half-frightening others by long stories of 
cruelties and murders, and as cruel reprisals practised on the 
Comanches, Pawnees, Arrapahos, Loups, and Utah In- 
dians, whilst above them the calm majestic moon shone out 
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in the clear heavens, and the stars surrounded her with their 
sparkling glory. 

Don’t listen to those stories,” said I to Flook, “ let us 
turn in under our tent ; vve have not to watch to-night, let us 
pray for safety in danger to One who watches all.” 

We did so, and soon wc were lulled to sleep by the mono- 
tonous tread of the sentinels walking slowly round the camp, 
interrupted by nothing, save the sharp cry of tlic i)rairie bird, 
or the distant howl of tlie wild dog, as he bayed the moon. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE SNAKE HUNT AND THE GOLD SEEKER. 

E were awakened the next morning by a popping of 
pistols, a cracking of whips, and shouting of team- 
sters, which made us jiimi) up in great haste. Our 
party had discovered a perfect nest of rattlesnakes, and the 
sun and warm dew of the morning had caused them to crawl 
everywhere. 'Phey were not very large, nor very dangerous, 
and were, indeed, soon despatched; the great fear of our 
people being lest any should escape amongst the stock to bite 
the animals, for we had a perfect relay of mules, mustangs and 
colts, which had become attached to the caravan, in a vei^ 
short time, and which followed it with an imperfect docility, 
occasionally fighting amongst themselves, and more than once 
being disturbed by a stray wild colt, which having lost its dam, 
came bolting amongst the stock, as amongst its own herd. 

The rattlesnakes were all killed, and old Stump who, we had 
reason to believe, had shown no particular valour, came into 
our quarters, dragging the very largest snake, amongst some 
hundreds, which he had tied by the neck with a piece of raw 
hide cut from the buffaloes. 

“ Hallo, Stump, what are you going to do with that snake ?” 
cried Flook and Bobus, in a breath. 

“Will you eat him, like you did the buffalo?” I asked. 

“No, Mas’r Ned,” said Stump, with a grin which exhibited 
the^ whole of his white teeth. “ No, dough de niggars do eat 
snake, snake chop not bad; but we no eat snake, make 
physic ob him.” 

“ He’s at some blessed Obi work,” said Bobus ; ** I knew 
he would be.*' 

“ How will you make physic of him, Stump ?" 
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“ White genrum,” returned the negro, holding up a thick 
black finger, of about the circumference of one of Dr. 
Leatherby’s rulers, ‘‘ don't know eberything — dis is what dis 
child,” — meaning himself, “will do — him will bissect de 'ead, 
take out de brain, and when am bit by rattlesnake, rub dat 
jcnd some of 'im fat on de wound. Den am well ten minnit” 
He cut a caper after this, as if to show how the wounded man 
would jump after his revival. 

“ Come along, you old nigger, you, and make the coffee, we 
shall have to * catch up* presently,” said Flook. “ Hang that 
villainous snake at the back of the Dearborn. It’s a good idea, 
Ned, we will take the fellow’s skin home to the doctor, eh?” 

This we immediately agreed upon, and Bobus, thinking he 
should like a skin for a tobacco-pouch, procured one as well 
Then we had breakfast, with a little more buffalo, which 
§tump had secreted for us. Wc had scarcely finished eating 
when, “catch up” resounded from all parts of our camp, the 
teamsters hurried to their work, the whips smacked, horns 
Dlew, pistols were fired, and away we were en route again. 

This day, nothing particular happened. We did not even 
sight a buffalo, although our friends continually rode in 
advance, hoping to do so. In the evening, we pitched our 
tent opposite the celebrated “ Caches^* of which an American 
border friend, who came to our tent to have a chat, and who 
peremptorily ordered old Stump to a distance, because he 
would not sit with a nigger, gave the account which follows. 

“ The word cached'" said he, “ comes from cacher, to conceal, 
a French word — ” 

“What,” interrupted Bobus, “have the Parleywoos been 
over here, then ?” 

“ Aye, that they have,” said the American, who had French 
blood in him; “don’t you Britishers know that Canada 
belonged to them.” 

“Sartainly,” returned Bobus, quickly, “it did, until we 
beat *em out” 
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“ Well," continued the narrator, the French traders used 
frequently to find themselves beset with Indians, who were a 
deal bolder and more full of fight than they are now. When 
these were on their track, the traders built in the prairie a 
place of concealment, by hollowing out the ground in the , 
shape of a jug ; this was lined with grass and dry sticks to 
protect its contents, the goods were put in it, the turf was then 
replaced, and in a short time grew again, or fires lit at top, or 
cattle penned, which removed all traces of the cache to those 
who did not know the precise spot. Then the traders fled, 
and returned when the danger was over." 

“ Sometimes they must have forgotten the place," said I. 

“No doubt; and sometimes they were cut off by their 
enemies. They used these caches not only in going, but in 
returning, and the earth which they removed they threw into 
the river, hence the caches are generally found by banks of 
streams. In these they sometimes placed their gold, the result 
of a life of industry or fraud, and as some never returned, we 
have now amongst us ^cute Yankee gold finders, who spend 
half their lives in seeking these old caches, in hopes of sud- 
denly jumping into a fortune at once. Wal’, I calculates, 
here comes one hisself." 

As he said this a tall, gaunt figure, with a wild aspect, a 
hooked nose, and long hair, which from underneath a steeple- 
crowned hat floated over his tanned and sun-blackened face, 
came towards the camp. He had a long, brown rifle slung at 
his back, and a tall stick, some eight feet high, shod for four 
feet at least with bright steel, in his right hand. As he came 
towards us he glared round, and held up his left hand with the 
palm towards us, as if to enlist us in his favour. 

• •« Aye, aye," cried the Yankee, “we know all. that; come 
on, old boss, we shan't put a piece of lead through you.” 

The gold finder came to us. 

“What luck, old man, what luck ?" enquired the Yankee, 

“ Luck !" cried the gold finder, raising his withered an% 

L 2 
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his coat, torn and worn, fluttering in strips of leather in the 
wind; “luck I not much, not much since the Sioux shot 
my wife.” 

“ What, lost your squaw, eh ! how’s that, old boss, eh ?” 

The gold finder shook his head, and did not answer. 

“ War,” continued the pert American, “that^s not much loss 
to you, you can go on with your gold finding, or rather gold 
seeking, eh? You can move quicker than ever without a 
squaw, and pick up about double as much of what you love 
so well.” 

The eye of the old wanderer lighted up with a glance of 
deep resentment. “ I^ovc it so w'ell,” cried he, “ and do not 
you love it well, young man, do not all of their people love it 
and seek it, in cheating others, in robbing your own flesh and 
blood ; in false swearing and lying, in huckstering and barter- 
ing, in buying human flesh? that is how you Americans go 
gold seeking; but I, with this (here he lifted high his iron 
staff), merely go wandering over the face of the earth, killing 
no more than serves for my food, eating the fruits of the trees, 
or the wild roots that are strewn about ; and seeking for what 
dead men have left, with which I may purchase some small 
security for my worn out life. My life is more honest than 
yours.” 

“ l^ravo, Leather-stockings,” cried old Flook, who listened 
with great interest ; “ now come, and sit down here, and tell 
us some of your adventures. Here is a can of coffee, and 
here is some white bread. That will tempt you, I am sure.” 

With a grim smile, half of triumph and half of satisfaction, 
the old, leather-clad fellow sat down stiffly, and took the bread, 
the buffalo flesh, and well filled can. 

“ Do you know,” continued Flook, “that I am not sure that 
you are quite right with our friend here ; you hit him hard 
about huckstering, cheating, and buying and selling human 
flesh. Those means are not the fair way of getting gold. But, 
look you, a trader who stores and distributes goods, who sends 
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them into far countries, and who lives upon the enhanced 
price which such distribution must bring him, is an honest and 
a useful man ; very useful indeed. lie brings his labour and 
judgment to the common store, he works, and others profit 
by his work ; but a gold seeker creates nothing, does nothing ; 
he brings more gold into the market, and men value that; but 
you cannot eat that nor drink it, nor wear it. That’s what I 
call political economy.” 

“Hey!” said our New York friend; “the llritisher talks 
'tarnation cute. If he were one of us he might be in the 
White House in a few years.” 

“ Thankee, rather be in my own, in merry England,” said 
Flook; “ I say, Leather-stockings, have you ever come upon 
a cache ?” 

“Have I?” returned the wanderer, indignantly pointing Jto 
the holes, by the river side, of caches which had been opened 
and explored. “Rather, my young friend. 1 have found 
gold, and vestments, and skins, and furs ; precious .stones, and 
metals, old bottles full of rare li(|uid, and merchandise which 
had been buried a hundred years, and ^vliich was of no more 
value than the bones of its owner. Look here.” He drew 
from his breast a Roman Catliolic missal, bound in brown 
leather, and with ornamental silver corners and clasps. I 
took it, and, with Flook, examined it. Inside the cover was 
written, in faded ink, the name of “ Pin Hennepin^ S*- 
1671.” In smaller and more hastily wTittcn letters were the 
words, in English, “Lcffte under the Earthe with merchandise 
and armes, 1680. To escape oure enemies we burie our 
chattels beneathe the sodd. Lord prevente us with thy 
• atre !” 

“ Well, and what do you make of that ?” said the gold finder. 

“It belonged, I suppose, to one of the Jesuit Pathers, who 
came here in the early missions. Some of them for the sake 
of religion, some, I fear, only to make money for their ordei^** 
returned Flook, 
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Some were martyred, cruelly put to death with frightful 
torments, roasted alive, or, with small iron pins driven under 
each nail, on toe or finger, left to perish in misery. No 1 
belie not the religion of those men ; they were the good, the 
faithful, and the bold, who left the cunning of the priests, 
and the chicanery of so-called religion, to those in town, and 
came here to spread the good tidings of the Cross.^* 

The old man crossed hinself reverently as he said this, and, 
having finished his meal, rose. 

“Will you not travel further with us?” said I, “You can 
tell us more about your adventures, and you may possibly 
find other treasures on the banks of the streams we cross.” 

“ No,” cried he, lifting up his iron-pointed rod, and looking 
taller and more gaunt than before. “ No, I have a purpose 
before me, which I must fulfil.” 

“ Gold finding, stranger, I guess,” lisped the Yankee. 

“ No,” cried he, in a voice of thunder ; “ No, revenge ! I 
go amongst those Sioux warriors to slay the slayer of my 
wife. I found her dead body, and I know that he who killed 
her, if he lives, wears her scalp hung to his belt, or waving 
in his wigwam. I know those dear locks well, and he who 
wears them, if I meet him, dies 1 That is, at present, all 
the gold I seek.” 

Without a word more, he stalked away southward. The 
setting sun, the red rim of which was just seen above the 
land-occan, into which it seemed to be sinking, threw his 
long shadow across the waving prairie-grass, and made him 
seem more gaunt, more fantastic, more wild and weird than 
before. 

“ I calkilate,” said the Yankee, “ that he’s half senile, that 
stranger.” 

“ He means what he says,” answered Bobus. 

“ And all about his squaw, eh ? Waf, some people do 
kind o* feel the loss. I shall take a pipe, and turn in. Good 
night, you Britishers,” And our guest left us for his tent. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

THE CARAVAN STOPPED BY THE INDIANS— THE LINE 
OF BAITLE. 

had not proceeded many miles the next morning 
before we discovered water. The spur of a river 
ran across our path, and, as we had drunk but 
pond water lately, we were all very ready to reach it. 

Away, therefore, we started ; and it also happened that, 
having been on a short supply, and being tired also from a 
long pull, our cattle were just as eager as ourselves. Hence 
the mischief. We had nearly all of us quenched our thjrst, 
when one of the hindmost waggons came thundering down 
the bank, drawn by oxen, so thirsty and eager that the 
drivers could not stop them, and the waggon was turned over 
into the water. There was a great row, of course ; everybody 
was anxious to give directions, and few to follow them, which 
is a great source of trouble ; but Bobus, Flook, and myself 
jumped into the stream, determined to show that the 

Britishers^* could lend a hand in distress. We had soon 
very many helping hands, and in a short time about an acre 
of ground was covered with cotton goods, cloths, stuffs, and 
other merchandise, spread out to dry. Misfortunes never 
come alone. The bustle of this had hardly ceased, w'hcn we 
heard the most dreaded cry of all — ** The Indians I The 
Indians 1” 

We were completely taken by surprise. Many of our 
travellers were very careless, and the cries of “ Where*s my 
powder!*' “I’ve spilt my caps!” “My lock is unshipped 1” 
“Who has any bullets?” etc., were innumerable. Captain 
Johnston, the gentleman who had been elected to command 
the caravan, found few to obey his orders. A dozen voices* 
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besides those of his lieutenants, offered advice. “ Fire at 
*em, captain; hit the beggars; look how they grin. Now's 
your time.” But far above this row was heard the calm 
voice of our leader — his firmness saved our little band. 

' “The first man who fires, before I give the word, I will 
shoot,” cried he, pointing his revolver along the irregular line. 

“ Bravo, cap’en,” rejoined Bobus; “nothing like discipline, 
ril shoot the second.” 

“ First twenty form in line,” continued the captain. Old 
Stump with his blunderbuss, Flook, Bobus, and myself, stood 
at the head of this ; and a first line being formed, a second 
and third soon gathered in order, whilst the waggons, with 
wheels locked in wheels, were formed into a circle, the two 
cannons brought in front, and our drum and fife put to the 
left of our party. 

We had too many volunteer artillerymen ; but the captain 
ordered them back, and called Bobus to take command of the 
larger piece, which was loaded with canister. In very little 
time the Anglo-Saxon element of duty and combination 
began to show itself. The Indians were upon us, but we 
were ready to receive them. They galloped up with a 
great show, all of the warriors being mounted on horses or 
mustangs. When they came near they hoisted a flag — simply 
a coloured handkerchief. This took away much of our un- 
easiness, and the party turning out to comprise" only about 
eighty Sioux Indians, we were quite assured. Our com- 
munications we carried on by signs; and as the chief, with 
much pretension, lighted and smoked a long calumet, or pipe 
of peace, we were vor)^ nearly at our ease. Still we kept guard. 

From signs, however, we learned something which did not 
please us. They conveyed to us the news that there was a 
very large party of Blackfeet and Comanches very near us. 
The number of these new enemies were, as far as we could 
gather, immense. What was to be done ? 

A council of war was held ; a noisy one it was. Here I 
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must note the evil eft*ects of insubordination and want of 
government. Our captain had been elected by the whole 
body, but none seemed willing to obey him; he was an ex- 
perienced traveller, having been over the prairies five times, 
and a brave, calm, firm man, and yet our camp was split into 
various divisions. The example of Bobus, the old man-of- 
war’s-man, of ourselves, and still more the threats and deter- 
mined looks of tlic latter, gave weight to the authority of the 
leader, and we agreed at last to double the watch, and to 
assume something like military order in our march. 

It was lucky that we did so. The first party of Indians 
soon departed, but on the morning of the 26th of June on 
descending into the valley of the Arkansas and hastening to 
reach the river, which the scarcity of water, and want of rain, 
liad made us lung to approach, we found drawn up before us 
a great body of savages. These, too, were only the vanguard. 
One of the foremost gave a shriek or whoop, and then from 
the op])ositc ridges, troop upon troop came pouring. 

^Ve were soon face to face with about two thousand of the 
tribes which the small body of the Sioux had told us of, and 
from which they themselves had fled. Two linos of our men 
formed as before with loaded rifles, and with strict orders to 
reserve their fire; behind these the two cannons were posted. 
The waggons were quickly formed, and the more cautious 
and timid of our men took their stand in tliat circle, with 
protruding rifles, ready to sell their lives as dearly as they 
could. We had agreed on certain signals, and the presence 
of great danger made our comp.any obedient and willing. 

The chief line of the Indians, amongst whom were several 
•horsemen with the lasso, stood in array fronting us, and their 
faces seemed to me to wear every determination of attack. 
Their eyes were lit up with a strong passionate desire, and 
they knew well enough that in our waggons was merchandise 
which would make them comparatively rich. 

“ Well Flook,” said I, as we stood face to face with the 
foe, “ how do you feel 
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‘^How do you?’^ returned Flook; ‘‘I am as cool as a 
cucumber. How's old Stump, there 

“ Berry nicely massa,” said the nigger, looking to the pan 
of his scatter-gun; “don't fear red men, no black man does; 
fear white man, red man berry 'ferior hanimal, black man no 
fear him.'' 

“Aye," said Flook, “but there's such a lot of these 
'ferior animals, d'ye see." 

“ Neber mind, kill many wid my gun, shoot 'em like de 
chicken." 

By * chicken' old Bobus understood the prairie grouse, of 
which in his time he had no doubt bagged a few. I was not 
so certain but that our red friends might bag us. 

“ Hold your fire 1 here they come," cried the captain, “ be 
finii and wait my words." The Indians made certainly a 
demonstration of attack, and some of the fiery backwoodsmen 
in our ranks were nearly letting fly at them with their rusty 
rifles, rusty indeed, but pieces which never missed aim. The 
captain, however, who stood at our head, waved his hand to 
stay us, and at the same time shouted, “ Open lines, forward 
with the artillery !" and our two little pieces, loaded nearly to 
the muzzle with grape and cannister, were run out in front 
about ten paces; Bobus, as chief artilleryman, and a dozen 
stalwart fellows with rifles and ready port-fires behind them. 
“ Steady, my men !” cried Bobus, levelling the cannon at the 
serried mass of Indians, “ now we have them ! Ready, cap’en, 
when you are." 

Luckily the captain had no reason to give the word. The 
Indians knew very well the nature of the cannon, encounters 
with several caravans who carried them taught them this. 
They had in fact never been successful in attacking so large 
a force as we mustered, although, as the United States’ 
Government knew to their cost, they slew small bands like 
those of Captains Smith and Sublette, and solitary travellers. 
When they saw our cannon they started back in great alarm, 
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thdr warriors and fighting men breaking into small knots, 
and evidently taking counsel as to their proceedings. Pre- 
sently they opened their lines, and two or three chiefs, headed 
by a principal chief who was dressed in coarse red cloth 
ornamented with porcupine quills and the fur of the badger, 
came forward, looking perfectly composed, and serenely 
smoking the pipe of peace ! 

“Aha! ha, ha!” laughed an old backwoodsman next to me, 
as he lowered his rifle, “They won't fight now ; and dang me,” 
said he, pointing to a long train of people coming over the 
hill, “ there are the squaws and papooses.” 

His sight was better than ours, for in a few minutes we saw 
that he was right, and that the women and children were 
coming over the hill. By that time the captain had taken 
one or two whiffs of the pipe, and made signals to the cliief 
to cause his men to retire. This they did, and our people, 
forming a front and rear guard, again moved on, whilst the 
greater portion of the Indians went back to their camp. 

The chief and other heads of the tribes, however, hovered 
about us, accompanied with two or three hundred warriors, 
and in a short time invited our captain to a “ big talk," in 
which, to make matters short, the Indians gave us to under- 
stand that they expected a present for letting us pass them. 

This method of levying “black mail” was disagreeable, but 
the wiser men of our party overruled the more adventurous, 
and one or two ‘lots’ were made up and given to the Indians, 
with which they retired. 

But after one trouble came another; our caravan was sur- 
. rqunded by the squaws and papooses, who came so evidently 
for the triple purpose of begging, borrowing, and stealing, 
that our guards sent them, sternly, to the right about, and 
though we were annoyed for a day or two, we were at last 
allowed to continue our journey in peace. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE PRAIRIE WOLF — THE WATER SCRAPE. 

HE prairie journey had done wonders 
with old Elook and myself. We were 
stronger, bolder, and more active. We 
had grown so used to the saddle that 
we passed whole days in it, we grew 
attached to our horses, and by constantly 
grooming them and feeding them, had made them so fond 
of us that they would trot to us at our call, and even when 
the mules and other cattle were seized with that extraordinary 
fit of terror, called the stampede, in which all gallop off 
together, cacli terrifying the other, and are frequently lost 
for ever to the owners, our horses came towards us, trembling, 
and frightened, indeed, but passive enough to be caught and 
reassured. 

In our wagons wc had also taken the precaution to bring 
some oats and a little timothy,’' •' tame or cultivated hay, 
a very little of which mixed with the grass of the prairie 
sweetened it, cured it of its roughness, gave it flavour, and, 
consequently, kept our horses in condition long after those of 
our friends in the caravan looked very deidorable, indeed, 
and were unable to do their work well. 

We found, in fact, that paying attention and showing kind- 
ness to an animal was never thrown away, and more than 
once owed our lives to the very animals we had tended. I 
had a little dog, which we brought from Charleston, a little 
ugly fellow, upon whom, when in that city, everybody looked 

* Called so hy the Americans, to distinguish it from the w ild prairie 
grass. 
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with some degree of dislike : he was of a miserable temper, 
and snapped at eveiybody, in short, so ill-grained a cur, that 
every one seemed to think it an especial duty to tease and 
worry him, as he thought it a duty to bark and howl. I was 
puzzled at the dog^s ill-nature, and strove to find a cause 
for it, believing that dogs, when well treated, are almost always 
good tempered. I, therefore, petted, played with, and fed it, 
much to the surprise of old Flook, who could not think what I 
could see in the brute. At last, however, ‘Growler,' as he 
was called, abandoned his ill-temper, at least to me, and 
would, when tired, run by the side of my horse, and beg 
prettily to be taken up at my saddle-bow. 

We were camping out, one night, not> long after we met 
with the Indians, and after a long ride, I had fallen asleep. 
We, were, I remember, very hungry too, for we had not 
eaten meat for a day or so, having not fallen in with any 
buffalo. I was dreaming of our pleasant fields in England, 
and the woods and walks about the old school, when I was 
awoke by a terrible growling and a noise of two bodies rolling 
over and over in our tent. Both Flook and myself jumped 
up, and in the grey light of the morning we saw two dogs 
fighting, as we thought; one was our friend Growler, the 
other I tried to seize by the throat to pull him off my dog, 
who was getting the worst of it, when I found to my horror 
that it was a she-wolf. 

Flook had jumped up with a huge stick in his hand, but 
I cried out, “ take care, it is a wolf, Flook." 

“ Here, I have my revolver," he crieil, cocking the weapon 
and firing, but without effect. In the meantime, my hand 
fallen upon a thin rapier blade, which I had bought at 
New York, and wore in a cane; quick as thought, I had 
drawn it and passed it through the heart of the wolf, pinning 
her to the ground. She was dead in an instant without a 
struggle ; and we dragged out poor Growler from under her 
body. In saving our lives, poor Growler had lost his own. 
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He was bitten dreadfully, one of his ears torn off ; his muzzle 
mangled, and worse than all, his loins were bitten through. 
He knew, I think, that he was dying, and tried to wag his 
poor tail, and licked our hands with his bleeding tongue, as 
he lay on the ground. The wolf had, no doubt, crept into 
our tent, and would very likely have sprung at our throats, 
had it not been attacked by poor faithful Growler. The 
dog died, as we squeezed into his mouth some water, to 
quench his last thirst. His eyes brightened up and flashed 
out affection at the last, and the dying howl he gave, as he 
turned to us, for the last time, seemed expressive of his love. 

‘‘ Poor fellow,'^ said Flook, softly, as he lifted up the dog's 
head and let it drop again : “ and yet I never liked the dog ; 
how affectionate and brave the poor fellow was/' 

Our Yankee friend, who had come into our tent, hearing 
the pistol, and the noise, took his continual pipe out of his 
mouth, and sentimentalised, & la Byron. Ya'as," said he, 
“ I calculate dogs are good'uns. A darned sight 'cuter and 
better nor men, and as for 'fection, why, may I never, if I 
would'nt rather trust the love of a dog, than that of a man. 
Wal', I calculate you’ll skin that 'ere carcase, for the sake of 
the dog. Good mornin' !” 

‘‘ That there young fellow ought to go to school again," 
said Bobus : I should like to put him under Doctor 
Leatherby's care, or on board a good English ship, with a 
tight captain and a stiff first lieutenant. They'd teach him 
something as he never knowed before. Love a dog better 
than a man ! He must be a dog to say it" 

“To believe it, rather,” said Flook ; “ most of these young 
men speak for effect, and you must not believe what they 
say. He thinks it fine, as a distinguished poet thought it line,' 
to pretend to love a dog rather than man. But now, who is 
going to help me skin the wolf?" 

Both Bobus and myself volunteered, and after Stump had 
made our coffee, we took the two dead animals and gave ono 
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an honourable burial, putting a pole up over his grave, and 
enclosing in a box a description of himself, and the manner 
of his death. We then fastened the hind legs of the grey 
prairie wolf to the tail of our waggon, and although I had 
never skinned any animals, save^mice and moles, at school, 
we managed to take it off, capitally. We then threw away 
the body, thoroughly washed the skin, and hung it up, 
rubbed with salt, to the cover of our Dearborn, in which 
situation, the air of the prairies being remarkably pure, it be- 
came half-tanned leather before we reached Santa Fd, at which 
city I got it thoroughly dressed. 

Our next adventure was to get into a “water scrape” which, 
in the language of the Americans, expressed one of the most 
horrible positions of the prairie traveller. It bears this name 
because there is no water to be found, and both travellers 
and cattle are fainting for want of it. Solitary travellers, ex- 
hausted and weak, often perished miserably in this way, but 
with us there was not so much danger. 

The Indian difficulty, and our hurry to press through it, 
had made us forget to fill our barrels and cans at the stream 
in which our waggon was overturned, and it was in the midst 
of a sultry day that thirst came upon us with all its horrors. 

Horrible it was, a burning, sickening, drying feeling. A 
mawkish longing, worse and more debilitating than that of 
hunger, took possession of us. The mules fell. The cattle 
thrust out their tongues, the teamsters staggered along almost 
speechless. The great, gruff voices of men which could have 
been heard at the distance of half a mile, sank and dwindled 
to a whisper. Then it was that 1 felt that moisture was as 
necessary as the tongue for speech, the tongue unaided by 
• tlw exhausted glands refused to do its duty, or stammered 
and hesitated in its work. 

Still we staggered on. Some mounted the higjiest waggon, 
and with their glasses swept the country round. Others gal- 
loped ahead in hopeless search of places pointed out, merdjr 
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to come back exhausted, burning with a feverish heat and 
irritated at the loss of time. The captain had one or two of 
our oxen killed, and each of us sucked a portion of the blood, 
or chewed the moist and raw flesh. Some scraped at the 
prairie roots and bit the dry grass; a great majority, insisting 
that we were lost, gave themselves up to despair; indeed, had 
we remained much longer in our dilemma, I am afraid more 
than one would have sank under it, had not old Stump, who 
bore the trial better than any, come in Avith the joyful news of 
help and hope. He had found at about a mile to the southward 
alittlc pond, dried up indeed, but with the remains of moisture, 
in which he thought by digging we might find some relief. 

The majority of our party hurried to the place indicated, 
and by hard labour and patience managed to get a little water, 
but the process was painfully slow, and the men were ready to 
qiiarrcl with each other for priority at the well. Others, too 
impatient to wait their tv'^i, rode off in other directions. 
Some laughed bitterly at our little muddy supply, some knelt 
down and prayed, more earnestly and heartily than those rough 
natures had done for days and years—for rain. Slightly re- 
lieved by the few drops which trickled into the Avell we had 
formed, witli our cattle too exhausted to move, we laid doAvn 
and waited, scarcely knowing what to do. The cloudless sky 
was still above us, and the declining sun darted his slanting 
rays upon us, blinding us with the glare. From^ the prairie 
rose a thin mephitic vapour, and winds began to blow over the 
ocean of land; the barometer fell, and the more experienced 
of our companions predicted a coming storm. Then out of 
the west a slight and dark cloud, a vapour almost, at first arose, 
next it grew more intense in its blackness, though it was no 
bigger than a man’s hand. It changed rapidly, and overspread 
full half the sky. 

‘^It’s cornin’, I tell ye; give glory to whom it is due; it’s 
cornin’; I prayed for it,” gasped and whispered one old rtian, 
as we sat and watched it. 
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‘‘It will be a prairie storm,” said the captain; “form the 
waggons, and place the cattle in the circle ; hopple the mules, 
and stake out your grounds, quick !” With a new energy, and 
a new hope our little band set to work, and shortly got all right, 
stretching strong sheeting and tarpauling over the waggons, 
fixing the tents with extra ropes. Those who had left us, 
warned by the blackness of the sky, retraced their steps, and 
hardly were we all safe when the storm began. 

A flash of light and one sudden clap of thunder, so loud, so 
terrific as to appal the stoutest there, followed by a series of 
discharges like platoon firing, and multiplied a hundred fold 
by reverberations, opened the storm. The earth shook under 
us, and the black sky, shaken as it were into rain, poured down 
a cataract of water, which moistening our parched skins gave 
us immediate relief. 

“We’re saved, we’re saved !” cried he who prayed, stretching 
out his hands to catch the water. 

“ I calc’late,” said the Yankee, “ that you Britishers never 
saw the likes o’ this. When we rain in America we do rain, 
just a trifle.” 

We were safe under cover of our Dearborn, looking at the 
storm. The cattle huddled together with tlicir backs to it, 
licked the wet grass with delight, and with an exquisite sense 
of relief. 

“Look at that ’ere nigger,” cried Bobus, after drinking a 
handful of rain water. 

Stump had stood the thirst better tlian all of us, but his 
delight at the rain was intense. He was lying on his back, 
enjoying the shower-bath to his heart’s content, and kicking 
about as if he were swimming. 

“ Oh, golly, Mas’r Ned, isn’t him berry good, berry much 
refresh poor old niggar ; ’fought he was a goin to be dried up 
like a bit of buffalo flesh, but dis child is all safe in dis bootiful 
storm,” 
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Long ere this I had come to the conclusion that Flopk 
had not made a bad investment when, at the slave sale at 
Charleston, he listened to the voice of compassion and bid 
five dollars for old Stump. 
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CHAPTER XXXIL 

THE RUNNERS— THE PRAIRIE ON FIRE — WE ARRIVE AT 
SANTA FF. 



™^UR trouble for want of water 
was nearly the last which we 
encountered on our journey 
across the prairies. The next morn- 
ing, after the storm, the whole face 
of nature seemed changed and re- 


freshed, the birds sang, the sun shone, and all looked hopeful 
and joyful. 

iCpoor mule singled out in the midst of the cattle, and 
struck dead by the lightning, formed the only exception. 
Our misfortunes were soon forgotten, and our trials seemed 
to have vanished ; the teamsters hastened to “ catch up f tbe 
captain gave the word “ forward f and away we once more 
started on our long journey, a journey now nearly at its end. 

. M 2 
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It was early in July when we arrived at the Upper 
Spring,” a clear crystal fountain breaking through the rocky 
banks of a ravine which declines towards the Cimarron, 
about four miles to the north. We halted there, and the 
next morning being the well-known fourth of July, all the 
Americans of our party celebrated the anniversary of their 
Independence, and the commencement of the Union. Guns 
were fired, whips cracked, the artillery discharged, and the 
fife and drum brought into continual request. The jubilee 
was perfect, all the more so because we now found that we 
were within two hundred miles of Santa Fe, and our hopes 
were at their highest. 

There were men in our camp called “ runners,” a sort of 
avant couriers which always accompany a caravan, who started 
aj once for Santa Fd, being pretty well safe from all danger, 
and having the double object of making good terms with the 
custom-house officers, and advertising the merchants of our 
arrival. This being done, they purposed starting again to 
meet us, with various articles and fresh provisions, which 
they knew we wanted. The “ runners ” started in the night, 
so as to avoid any enemies who might be lurking round our 
camp. 

The next day our march being resumed, we halted at a 
huge mound, from the summit of which we could trace the 
track of our caravans, and see our rear-guard slowly toiling 
on with their tired cattle and waggons, and beyond which the 
eye wandered over the flat prairies, till it lost all vision in the 
distance. 

From this eminence we saw the prairie on fire. The hot 
sun had again dried the grass, and had sucked every moi^tijire 
from it, and the tobacco from the pipe of one of our stragglers 
served to light it. Luckily the wind set from us, not towards 
us, and we w^re enabled to view with safety the great body 
of flame and smoke as it roared and raced onwards. Every 
now and then we could see with our glasses wild deer and 
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other animals, frightened and driven before the flame, bound 
away into the distance, seeking, and often in vain, safety in 
flight Reason had we to be thankful that we had escaped 
the trial and danger ; the blackened smoking prairie where 
the fire had passed showed dreadful and hideous in the* 
glistening sunlight, charred mounds of earth, stumps of old 
trees, dead snakes and reptiles, lay here and there when we 
galloped over the place. 

In two days from this we were met by a horseman who 
came from Santa Fd, into the prairies, biitfalo hunting. The 
Mexicans called him a cibolero^ and he was dressed in leathern 
trousers and jacket, the former made wide in the legs, and 
with a row of silver buttons down the side of the leg. A 
broad hat, a sotnh'crOy covered his head. At his back hung 
a car cage or quiver, in which were bow and arrows. A long 
rifle swung at the other shoulder, and on tlic pomcl of his 
saddle, nattily coiled up, was his lasso^ A sharply pointed 
lance, from the top of which depended a tassel of parti- 
coloured stuffs, silk, and worsted, hung in its rest, and was 
kept upright by a loop of leather around his arm. 

Our front rank of horsemen rode at once to meet him, and 
he, equally rejoiced at the sight of our faces, rode forward. 
‘‘What news from Santa Fe?” we cried. “What chance 
for trade? How are goods ?” He returned these questions, 
almost before answering, by asking what we had brought, and 
what news we had from the States. 

From him we learned the sad fate of the caravan which 
had preceded ours by about a month. Having lost their 
track they had strayed northward, and their captain had been 
skin, with many of his men, by a band of Indians. The 
remnant had escaped, but fared badly ; their cattle had died, 
and they were obliged to abandon half their waggons in the 
prairie. Some had, distrusting others, set forward to find out 
another track, and never having reached Santa F^, were 
supposed to have perished by hunger or thirst ! 
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“ Who were the Indians who slew them cried the old 
woodsmen, gripping hard their rifles, and exliibiting a decided 
determination to avenge their comrades, should they catch 
the black-skins. “ What trfbe were they of 

“ Of two,” returned the ciholero^ lighting his pipe ; “ they 
were Comanches and Gros Ventres, but they are far beyond 
your vengeance now. Amigos Americanos. There will come 
a. time, no doubt, when we shall exterminate those diablos." 

“Or civilise them,” suggested 1. My American friends 
burst into a loud laugh. “ An Indian,” said they, “ cannot 
live in a civilised state any how. You must be content with 
him as he is, or kill him.” 

Our ciliolcro brought from a little encampment where he 
had settled prairie beef, jerked and hung, soft bread, and 
other delicacies for our travellers, and having dealt with as 
many as he could, proposed to those who were well mounted 
to show the way to Santa F6. 

Eager to get there at all hazards, many embraced the offer, 
and we were of the number. Leaving old Stump to take 
care of our Dearborn, and staunch old Bobus to guard our 
goods, 1 and Flook, and several others who were well 
mounted, pushed forward for Santa F^. 

The road, as we advanced, Dccame more and more strewn 
with broken waggons and goods. Those travellers who had 
exhausted their teams, and their own patience, or whose 
animals and provisions were quite spent, had been compelled 
to leave behind them many hundreds of dollars' worth of 
goods. Travellers hurrying on across the Rocky Mountains 
by way of the prairies to California, emigrants to Utah, 
traders to Santa Fd, had each and all been forced to abandon 
their merchandise. In the general land-wreck the heaviest 
articles had been thrown overboard first. Big sea-chests, 
chests of drawers, old arm chairs, brought across the Atlantic 
perhaps, and the relics of humble English homes, lay scat- 
tered here and there. Caddies, looking-glasses, fenders, and 
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old guns, saddles and harness, tables, desks broken open and 
rifled of their contents, feather-beds, sacking, pictures and old 
mirrors, which lay up, glittering like silver in the opei> sky, 
clocks, cabinets, boxes of tools, old swords, books, pillows, 
clothes, and various other household goods, marked the track 
as we went along. Here and there was a broken-do wi 
waggon, with the skeletons of the exhausted mules which Jiad 
died in their harness. Now and then we came upon a dead 
saddle-horse. Eager to escape desolation and death in the 
wilderness, the traveller had ridden his horse till the animal 
could go no further, had dismounted and hurried on on foot, 
often without, so I heard, even having the mercy to shoot the 
poor animal which had served him so faithfully. 

Ah, amiqos ptios** said the ciholcro^ twisting some of his 
light tobacco in a light husk called the hoja^ and forming a 
cigar ro ; ah, but the life of a man is dear ; to save i/ialf he 
will abandon anything. Look at this track. We are now 
one hundred miles from Santa Fe de San Francisco^ and you 
will find every mile of the way strewn in this manner. I knew 
a ranchero^ a peasant, who made money by going out with a 
span of mules, and bringing into Santa Fd the property thus 
scattered about by the Amerkanos.^^ 

“What’s that?’' said Flook, looking ahead and shading his 
eyes with his hand. 

** Ha !” cried the Mexican, throwing away the cigarro and 
taking his lasso from his shoulder; “a fine young buflalo; 
look, senhors,” and away he galloped like the wind. His 
horse, up to his work, and understanding the chase, pressed 
forward as eagerly as his master. The reins hung loosely on 
hiis neck, the huge Mexican spurs were not needed, his rider 
pressing his knees into the saddle, and leaning forward. The 
ciboUro rode near to the buffalo before it perceived him, for it 
was grazing quietly. It raised his homed head for a moment, 
the lasso was flung out, and after describing two or three 
circles in the air fell with unerring aim round the neck of 
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its prey. 'I'hc hunter gave a peculiar cry, and the horse 
started away from the game, leaning from it when the cord 
drew tight, and adding its weight to the strength of its master. 

The struggle was not of long duration. Choked by the 
noose, the buffalo calf gave two or three leaps and plunges, 
and fell exhausted to the ground. The ciholcro pulled the 
noose lighter and tighter for a few moments, and then dis- 
mounting ran to his prey and gave him the coup de grace with 
his hunting-knife. 

We galloped to our friend and found that he had already 
begun to skin his prey, and, having camped, we lit a fire, 
produced our coffee pot, and broiling some steak ate a capital 
meal upon the prairies, then stretching our blankets under us, 
having first tethered our horses, we wrapped ourselves 
warmly up and went to sleep. 

In two days after this wc sighted Santa Fe, much to our 
delight. The town is not much to look at, the houses flat, 
very much like heaps of bricks, inasmuch as, when entering 
the town, we thought that we had come only u^ion the suburbs 
of the town. 

Here we met our runners, who were ready to go out again 
to meet the waggons, having arranged witli the custom-house 
officers and the different merchants of the place. We found 
that we should have an excellent market, and our ciholero 
took us to some friends 'who offered us money for our Dear- 
born waggon upon the report of our friend. 

It was six days after our arrival that our caravan came in 
sight. Tlie inhabitants of Santa ¥6 were quite as glad to see 
Uiem as the teamsters were to reach the wished-for city. The 
latter had put on their Sunday clothes, washed their faces ami 
oiled their hair, and put the best face both upon themselves 
and their waggons and teams. As they drove into the town 
they made the air resound by cracking their whips, shouting, 
firing pistols, and making other noises. The inhabitants 
made quite a gala night of it, the custom-house officers took 
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charge of the goods, and our long long journey was at an 
end. 

Although separated for so short a time, our joy in again 
meeting with Bobus and old Stump was great, and the feeling 
was mutual. Our black servant, for Flook and I liad long 
ago made him a present of himself, had grown very much 
attached to us, and had been really valuable; how he chaffered 
and bartered, and the manner in wiiich w^e sold our goods at 
a handsome profit, deserves a chapter to itself had we space 
in the book for half our adventures. Stump had also distin- 
guished himself, and had saved, or partly saved the life of 
Jack Bobus. 

The manner of it was this. On the very evening upon 
which w^e left them, the caravan had encamped near a beautiful 
ravine, amongst the rocks and caves of which one or two^of 
the adventurous hunters had hoped to find a ‘^grizzly Bahr,’' 
or old grizzly, as they called the North American bear, often 
met with in those regions and places. 

As the cattle needed rest, and there was a plentiful supply 
of grass and w'atcr, the captain determined to stay there for a 
day, and Jack Bobus, tired of the restraint of the w\aggon, 
determined to lie out and bask in the sun. He was fast 
asleep on some dry grass, in a little nook, near the ravine, 
when the hunters started a great grizzly she-bear and cub; the 
latter fell a victim at once, and the mother flying from the 
hunters, and full of rage and fury, took refuge in the very 
nook where Bobus lay. It was on the edge of the ravine, 
and the old sailor was awakened to find his path blocked by 
a bear, with glaring eyes, and hunted into fury. There was 
• nS^tiscape — at his back was a precipice, before him the bear, 
and Jack Bobus was as near death, perhaps, as ever the stout 
old fellow had been in his life. He was unarmed, save by 
his jack-knife, which he wore with a laynard round his ^aist 
This he opened, and rushed on the bear, determined to 
plunge it in its heart 
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Stump, eager to signalise himself, with his old scatter gun 
had hurried to the scene, and knowing where Bobus was, was 
horrified. But the brave old nigger rushed on to save his 
friend, one of the backwoodsmen, amicd with a ‘‘five-shooter” 
pistol, a revolver, ran also with him. They found Bobus in 
the very grasp of the bear, the pistol was discliarged in its ear, 
the muzzle of the blunderbuss thrust into its mouth, both 
exploded together, and Bobus was saved, scarcely knowing to 
which to attribute his life; to the bravery, the alertness, and 
steadiness of Stump and his old, rusty scattcr-gun, which for 
once went off at the right time, and in the right place, or to 
the pistol of the backwoodsman. Stump, however, took all 
the credit to himself and his wonderful gun, and the skin of 
the “ grizzly,” the head perforated with many balls, hung as a 
trophy to the tail-board of our waggon. 

^^He is a brave old nigger, anyhow,” said Bobus, “and if he 
comes to England with us, he shall enter the (Queen’s scr\uce, 
and 1 will get him a berth aboard ship ; he shall be rated as 
cook, or my name's not Jack Bobus.” 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THE JOURNEY ACROSS THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS— THE OvOLD 
DIGGERS— WE SET SAIL FOR FIJI. 

E found that, acting upon the advice of our American 
friend, and aided by Stump, wc had made a very 
fair venture with our merchandise. It had paid all 
our expenses to Santa F^, and we had somewhat to sjiare. 
We sold our waggon, but kept our horses, purchasing one for 
Bobus, and a mule for our black friend. 

We stayed at Santa ¥6 some time to rest, but were not 
very favorably impressed with the people. Below the middle 
height, well made, athletic, and full of passion, the Mexicans 
are cowardly, yet desperate, revengeful, indolent and proud. 
They are proud of their Spani.sh blood, which is yet so mixed 
with the Indian, and with that of other nations, that in the 
small town of Santa F(5 one finds almost all complexions, skins 
and nations. They are considerably less than half-civilised, 
these people, full of blind superstitions, following anyone who 
chooses to lead them, for the time, and then deserting him, 
for the next one who promises anything. 

The women have beautiful figures, dance lightly and well, 
but are vain, and if offended are terrible in their revenge. 
The people are hospitable, for it costs them little to give ; they 
are glad to entertain a stranger, for the entertainment is their 
only amusement. They hate the Americans, for they have 
'too* often felt the power of the States, but tliey love and wel- 
come the English, and the fact of our nationality introduced 
us to many houses. 

I had sojourned there a month, when leaning against a wall, 
listening to the eternal twan^, twanging of the guitar, and 
watching a fa7idangOy when our young American friend came 
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up, and calc’lated that he was tired of this sort of thing, and 
meant to start in a day or two, by way of the great Salt Lake 
city to California, and from St. Francisco he should take a sea 
voyage round the Horn, and then, when he landed at New 
York, he should calculate that he had seen the world. 

Flook had just joined us, and began philosophising about 
the manners and customs of the people, when our young 
American, with a yawn, said, -Hhat the people might be darned, 
for his part, he intended to make to St. Francisco, and that 
he would take a peep at the diggers.’^ 

To which proposition Flook readily assented. 

Bobus and old Stump were, w^e found, quite as ready to go 
as we were, and we all set about our preparations in good 
earnest. 

.^‘Across those rocky mountains,” said the American, “arn’t 
much of a joke. However, I will take a guide, and we must 
trust to luck.” 

Luck was, however, against us. Our voyage this time was 
full of difficulty and danger, our guide was drowned in passing 
a branch of the river Colorado. Our cattle died, we were 
obliged to abandon one waggon, and, at last, reached the 
diggings in a miserable plight. Old Stump was nearly worn 
to the skin, and the city, in which w^e rested, was not the most 
delightful in the world. I often recalled the words of the old 
woodsman, about gold, when I listened to the quarrels, blas- 
phemy, and utter want of peace in that crowded city. All 
were there upon one common mission. All actuated by one 
common low passion, the love of suddenly growing rich. That 
one low passion had levelled all. Jealousy of each other’s 
success, disappointment at their own “ luck,” utter disregard 
of anything, but a good haul, distinguished the place. The 
struggle for gold, which preach as we will, and write as we will, 
goes on all over the world, was here brought into a small circle. 
The vices of the community were subjected to a magnifying 
focus, as a drop of water is, when placed under a microscope, 
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and our common humanity was far from gaining by the pro- 
cess. Sudden wealth, acquired too often, we thought, by the 
vulgar and the low, brought out the pride, the cruelty, or the 
lust of the possessor in horrible relief. Murders were of fre- 
quent occurrence, suicides arising from disappointed hopes, 
acting upon weak minds, perhaps as frequent. I sickened at 
the contact of these men, and begged Flook to depart. 

“By Jingo, Paget,” said that philoso])her, “you are right. 
It is well to watch the diggers and the washers of gold; it is 
well to mark the various kinds of men — the proud gentleman 
shouldering the escaped thief; the strong navvy, who knows 
his muscles are of more value here than any amount of brain ; 
but it is sickening, positively sickening. When we find an 
opportunity, we will go.” 

'riie opportunity soon offered. An English vessel, sailing 
about those places on a trading expedition, and soon about to 
return to Europe, round the Horn, put into San Francisco to 
take on board some necessaries, and, eager to escape, we four, 
Bobus, Stump, my schoolfellow and myself, took our passage 
on board her. W^e were rejoiced to find that, having some 
idea of gaining further knowledge of the plants indigenous to 
Polynesia, a savant had made an agreement with the skipper 
that he should bend somewhat from his course, and visit the 
islands of Fiji. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

OUR ARRIVAL AT FIJI — THE KING OF THE CANNIBAL ISLANDS. 

(&MST was early in December that we sighted the first of an 
outlying group of islands, the whole range of which 
has been called the “ FidjV* or “ Feejee,’' group. The 
captain of our bark had, with a very blame-worthy improvi- 
dence, allowed us to run short of water, and it was necessary 
for us to put into one of the numerous bays we saw to escape 
a second “water scrape but, this time, not on land, but at sea. 

Bobus, who had been inactive and silent enough when on 
land, showed to great advantage when at sea, and spoke with 
bitterness and contempt of our skipper. He would not call 
him captain; that honorable distinction he always reserved at 
sea to him who alone ought to bear it — a captain in the 
service of the Crown. 
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As we drew near me islands a sight of beauty broke upon 
us. VVe were near the Polynesian group. AVe were in a sea 
of islands. Everywhere before us the ocean was studded with 
beautiful islands, some only islets, others worthy of being the 
scat of a king. Rare foliage, a brilliant atmo.sphere, soft. 
breezes, and a calm sea, united to make a scene full of beauty. 
Coral reefs, lying a mile or so from each coast, served as 
natural breakwaters, and, in the centre of each land, mountain 
forms, purple in the sun’s light, rose into the calm heavens. 

We were soon observed from the shore of one of the 
islands, to which we bent our course, Thikombia, which lies 
about north and i8o'^ east from Greenwich. As we 
passed into the bay, proas and canoes were seen on each 
side, and as we came near, swimmers, botli male and female, 
swam out to receive us, and, with strange shouts, clamoured 
round the vessel. ^ 

“ Don’t trust ’em, skipper,” said Bobus ; “ Don’t do it, if 
you value your ship and cargo. I know them. False they 
are, and treacherous. They are cannibals, like all the rest of 
this group, and they would not object to cat a white man any 
more than one of their own kith and kin. I remember them 
well.” 

** Have you ever seen them do so ?” said one of the crew. 

** Have I ? 1 should think so. I remember years ago, when 
I was in a South-Sea whaler, a hunting about for sparmacitty 
whales, that on our passage home we touched at one of these 
islands. A precious nice lot they were. Our boat’s crew, 
armed with muskets, was too strong for them, so they invited 
us to a kind of talkee talkee ; for when they fear the w^hite 
m 5 ui they are civil to him. Now, what do you think we had 
for dinner ?” 

Pigs,” said one. 

Fowls,” suggested another. 

“Turtle-soup,” cried a third, remembering that some of 
the islands are called the “Turtle Isb»s.” * 
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All very good guesses,” said Bobus ; but not all right 
Fowls we had, and pigs; we did not see any turtle ; but we 
saw the wretches eat the legs, arms, tongues, and hearts of a 
lot of young girls they had slaughtered for the purpose.” 

“ Their enemies, of course,” said I, recovering from the 
sickening sensation which the story gave me. 

“ Well, I don’t know. Not always. I have known a chief 
slay his own wife, and call in some of his friends to help to 
eat her. Savages they are, lustful, full of pride, hatred, malice, 
deceit. *Tis all very well to talk about people being good, 
and excellent, and all that, w'hen in a state of nature. The 
state of nature that 1 have seen is a very bad nature, and wants 
civilising ; a little discipline like, something which wull make 
them think and act like men, not brutes.” 

** They arc fine men,” said Flook, looking through his 
gldss at a party of them gathered on the shore in menacing 
attitudes, evidently taking council against us. 

' I looked through the glass, and there I saw about a hundred 
savages collected. I'hcy were, indeed, fine men. Thin in 
the haunches, wide and muscular in the chests, with splen- 
didly developed muscles, shoulders and arms fit for a Hercules, 
the men seemed ready and able to slay the whole crew of the 
ship, should we dare to land ; and yet we dared not do other- 
wise, our want of water was so pressing. 

“ War, Britisher, shall we give them a salute ?” said the 
captain. 

“ No ; the best thing you can do is to man the boat and 
put into shore. Stay, I will go with her. Get ready the long 
gun and run her forward ; and, if you see any danger, load 
ready with grape and fire her. And, I say, fire her over our 
heads, you lubbers, d’ye hear ?” 

“ Aye, aye,” said the sailors with a grin. 

“Now, who is for shore?” cried Bobus, as the boat was 
lowered. 

“ I, fot; one,” cried I, leaping into the fore part of the boat 
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“ And I/’ said Flook, following my example. Old Stump 
tumbled in after us. “ Him gvvoinV' be said, “ to sec his 
brudder black-a-man, dat him was.” He took good care, 
however, to bring with him his old scatter-gun, charged to 
the muzzle, which, ever since the adventure of the ** grizzly,” 
he took care to carry with him, loaded with as much as she 
could carry. “ She do her dooty,” said he, with much plea- 
sure looking at the pan of the gun. “ Prime gun, berry, dat, 
much good gun ’bis.” 

He laid it down beside him, and took up one of the oars ; 
three other volunteers soon leapt into the boat, and Bobus 
steered, whilst I stood uj) in the fore part of the boat, ready 
to communicate witli the inhabitants. 

Do you know a word of their lingo, Bobus,” said I. 

Not a word, Mas’r Ned,” said he, touching his hat to me, 
as his superior officer. “You must make signs.” 

I did make signs. I stretched my open hand towards 
them, and touched my forehead and my mouth. They still 
preserved, however, their menacing front. Some of them 
capered and danced, others brandished their clubs ; others 
let off muskets, firing in the air ; but more with the idea of 
showing us that they possessed fire-arms than anything else. 

“ Years haven’t made them better ; they did just this when 
Captain Cook was amongst them,” said Bobus. “ The mis- 
sionaries make them better, but slowly, slowly enough.” 

“ Ship your oars, men,” I cried, as we neared the shore. 

The men, after a vigorous, final pull, obeyed, and the keel 
of the boat grated on the fine sand of the bay. 

“ Leap out, lads,” cried I, still holding my hand up, and 
setting the example. 

The stalwart fellows, each with a musket in his hand, did 
so, and formed upon the beach. The n^atives had drawn 
back a little, and regarded us ^vith some little awe. Giving 
my gun to Bobus, and advancing towards them, with my 
hand still held up, I proved to them, by being without arms^ 

N 
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that I did not seek anything by force. They waited till I 
came to them. I made signs, as if thirsty ; the savages at 
once understood me, and made one of their people fetch an 
earthen vessel of water, from which they poured me out 
about half a pint, in a cocoa-nut shell. Refreshing as the 
draught was, I merely put my lips to it, and made signs that 
it was for the ship, and not for myself, that I needed it. 
Upon this being understood, a number of them ran back, 
for the purpose, I presumed, of calling their chief. 

I was tired of making signs, which they either would not, 
or could not understand, when with a sounding of conch-shells, 
and a monotonous music blown through the nose into a kind 
of flute, announced the approach of the monarch. Sundry 
guards ran two and two before him, shouting and hallooing, 
brandishing their clubs, and darting their spears, to show 
how mighty a man he was. Not terrified in the least, by this 
exhibition, we stood still, awaiting the approach of his majesty. 

The chiefs around the king, were fine men. They stood 
at least six feet high, some of them, perhaps, exceeding that 
standard. They were clothed round the middle with a cinc- 
ture of woven grass, which fell nearly to their knees. Their 
heads were covered with a mass of black hair, very bushy, 
and dressed with a peculiar art, so that it seemed to extend 
much beyond the head itself. Some had their hair frizzed 
out, like a barrister's wig, others had two rows of white hair 
over their foreheads, others, feathers and bunches of hair like 
crests. Their hair and whiskers and moustaches, their faces 
painted in patches and stripes, their sinewy active forms, 
broad chests, light steps and glittering eyes, gave them a 
terrible appearance, but our men stood firm, although i we 
were not ten to one hundred. 

The chief, contrary to the usual custom of these islands, 
was by no means the finest man amongst them. There was 
also this difference, that whereas these men, in common with 
the whole Papuan race, were black, and presented a purplish 
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hue in the sun ; some call them ‘'purple men" on that ac- 
count ; his majesty had a dark brown skjn, not even so dark 
as a Malayan, and presenting a decidedly European aspect. 

His face was painted, but the bare part was that of a 
white, and his hair, frizzed out and covered with a black* 
powder, still gave indications of a deep glowing red. The 
same might be said of his beard and whiskers. 

His gait was not majestic. That of the other chiefs was, 
indeed, so. Their hices, when not distended with the liorrid 
grin of war, were grave, and even majestic ; his had a merry 
look, even in its ferocity, and his eye twinkled with a savage 
fun. Nay, when he gave orders, I flincy I could distinguish 
a more cultivated pronunciation than that of those around 
him, more flexibility, as it were, of lip and longue. I have 
referred to his majesty’s walk; it was not active nor maje.sfic, 
but rather resembled the roll and swagger of a Britisli sailor, 
when he endeavoiu-s to be very important and impressive. 

Standing a little in advance of my men, with Bobus to my 
right, and Flook on the left of me, I was wondering at the 
aspect of the chief, as well as actively watching the move- 
ments of the savages, when the monarch spoke out with that 
peculiar accent, which when once heard, is never forgotten. 

I fancied that he demanded our business. I replied, by going 
through a series of signs expressive of drinking, of being 
thirsty, and of the ship herself being thirsty, and much in 
want of water. 

Another phrase in Fijian followed my pantomime. 

Bobus, in the meantime, seemed struck with wonder. He 
slapped bis forehead, his thigh, his knee ; he twitched up his 
breeclies, stuck his cap over his forehead, and scratched his 
head ; at length, all doubts seemed to have given way, and 
with a voice of thunder, he shouted out, looking the chief 
full in the face — 

“ What cheer, messmate ! ship ahoy !** 

The savages looked round in astonishment The chief 
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was puzzled, a broad grin spread over his face for a minute, 
a twinkle lighted up his eye ; then, by an immense effort, he 
spoke in tlie Fijian language, pointing first to the ship, and 
then to us. 

Bobus was not to be shaken. He cut a rapid caper for- 
ward, by performing a step from the sailor’s liornpipc. 

“ What,” crietl he, “ d’ye think that Jack Bobus is like a 
lubber, sailing on the wrong tack ? D’ye think that when I 
sights a sliip Fve once sailed in company with, 1 don’t know 
the cut of her jib? What cheer, ahoy, messmate ! 1 know 

ye, notwithstanding your kingship and your fine war paint. 
You and I have eaten the king’s biscuit, my hearty, and if 
you ain’t my old friend, Paddy Quain, a native of Cork, old 
fellow, you may rate me as a land-lubber, and stop my grog. 
Here’s my hand, my hearty,” he continued, advancing right 
to the king, “ and you know it carries its heart in it. * Crom 
a boo. What cheer, ahoy, Paddy Quain?” 

The heart of the king was not proof against such an ap- 
peal. Plis face ex])anded to a grin. He forgot his dignity, 
(Iroi)ped his club, and putting his two hands on his knees, 
cried out, as he looked at Bobus — 

‘‘ What c:heer, ahoy, messmate ! Ship in distress, run up 
your signal, and Paddy Quain will lend you a hand.” 

So saying, he extended his hand, browned with exposure, 
Tiaint, and dust, and hardened with work, to Jack Bobus, and 
gave him a grip which I, for one, did not envy. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 


THE STORY OK PADDY QU AIN- -THE MAN-EATERS. 

NAYAU, alias Paddy (iuain, was acknowledged 
king or chief of the Island of Thikombia, andto do 
justice, gave us welcome in a regal way. He 
gignalled to the ship, caused his people to get water ready for 
the casks when brought on shore, and endeavoured by all 
means to prove to us the love in w'hich he held us. Paddy 
w%as a curious animal. Where other men would have failed, 
men of better temperament and finer mould, he succeeded. 
His rough nature was suited to the savages with whom he 
had to deal, and he had moreover a very fair share of diplo- 
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malic skill and tact. Thus he kept the petty chiefs under 
him at a respectful distance, calmed their jealousies, acted 
upon their fears, and repressed their discontents. The people 
under him loved him as much as they feared him. Every- 
thing that the island contained was his, or at his command. 
He had but to express a wish, and it was executed; and to 
give Paddy Quain credit, although his wishes were by no 
means small, yet they were never cruel. In this he was very 
different from his predecessor. 

His story was this. Sailing some fifteen years before we 
met him, in the same ship ^vith Bobus, under a captain whose 
rule was severity itself, sixteen of the men, amongst whom 
V'as Quain, determined to free themselves from the thraldom 
when they could. They watched the opportunity, saved their 
grog, their biscuits, and their junk, stole other provisions, and 
managed to secrete enough to victual the long-boat. This 
boat, after sundry watchings and much trouble, they stole, 
and dropjn'ng over the side, escaped. They were not far 
from the Polynesian group of ||lands when they commenced 
their voyage, and after severe sufferings for want of water, 
they reached one of the outlying islets. \Vlien they landed 
they were helpless and almost unarmed, and the inhabitants 
attacked them, slew two of their number, whom they carried 
away and ate. 

Paddy Quain was then of a veiy inferior rank amongst the 
sailors ; an Irishman named Connell, a clever but cruel man, 
planned the expedition and commanded the little party. By 
forced marches the sailors evaded their foes, marched to the 
back of the island, and in the night surprised a small village, 
slew the inhabitants, and carried away their arms, amongst 
which were several muskets. 

After this they were on a more equal footing, and Connell 
proved a skilful general. The savages were routed and their 
chief slain, and Connell avenged the death of his companions 
by enoimous cruelties. The savages had, indeed, put the 
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bodies of the slain into their ovens and had eaten them, but 
Connell made no scruple in roasting his foes whilst alive. 
He spread terror over the whole island. The neighbouring 
chiefs sent in their submission, and Connell soon reigned 
supreme. 

Cruelty grows by what it feeds on, and Connell grew worse 
and worse. The white men took to themselves wives, and 
established themselves around him much as the barons and 
knights of William the Conqueror did upon this island. 
Tyranny and excess did not long prosper; disease killed 
many of Connell’s companions ; others set sail in canoes to 
other islands ; and in two years after landing Connell and 
three of his companions were the only English left upon 
Thikoinba. 

The savage British seaman lived in the indulgence of his 
selfish passions two years longer, at the end of which* he, 
weakened by disease and sick to death, was slain by the club 
of a young chieftain, whose father he had caused to be slain. 
But his authority and the weight of his name lived after him. 
It is the custom on these islands, upon the death of a king, 
to strangle several of his wives and his companions, so that 
he may not go alone to his grave. The death of Connell 
was avenged by some of his native followers, his murderer 
was slain and buried with him and two of his wives, and 
Paddy Quain succeeded to the sovereignty of the island 
under the title of Tni Nayau. 

Xui Nayau was to the Fijians a beneficent monarch. 
Obliged to avenge Connells death, to lay waste the property 
of him who slew him, and to destroy his family, he had since 
that period kept his hands free from the stain of blood. The 
people over whom he reigned were like most of the Poly- 
nesian islanders, thoroughly untrustworthy, cruel, and blood- 
thirsty. It needed, therefore, no little tact in the Irishman 
to keep his subjects in order. They were frequently at war. 
They slew not only strangers, but friends. They w’ould kill 
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their favourite wife, or their friends, upon the slightest pre- 
tence, and would feast upon their remains. The two English- 
men who were left were peaceful and loyal to Faddy, but one 
had died and tlie other managed to get away in an American 
ship some little time before we touched at the island, and 
Paddy Quain was left alone in his glory. 



He was perfectly satisfied with his condition. He taught 
the savages obedience, and demanded from them a strict ob- 
servance of his commands. Traitors he punished with death. 
An unerring marksman, any one of his declared enemies wa^ 
certain to pcri.sh by his rifle, and Paddy well knew that 
promptness and decision were his best and only safeguards. 
His wives, of whom he had three, polygamy being the rule 
of the island, were faithful and attached to him, and the 
children of Connell and his companions, growm into young 
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men and women, with that rapidity of growth and precocity 
of mind known in the South Seas, formed his best body guard. 

“ If it were not for theni,’^ said he, ‘‘and a few zealous and 
tried adherents amongst the natives, some of the disaffected 
chiefs would slay me whilst I slept, and eat my tongue and* 
heart, and offer up my limbs as a soro to their gods.” 

“ Are they such terrible cannibals here ?” said Flook. 

Paddy Qiiain replied by calling out in tlie Fijian tongue — 
for it was in his palace that we sat, a handsome hut some 
thirty feet long and twenty feet broad ; and a native brought 
him two or three peculiar wooden forks. 'Fhcy were made 
of hard wood, handsomely carved, cut with four prongs, 
sharpened and hardened by fire. 

“ These,” said he, “ are cannibal forks. They call the dead 
body the bakolo^ and the natives really love the taste of human 
flesh. The upper arm, the leg, and the heart, are the greatest 
dainties. Their priests encourage them in the custom, and 
though I have much authority, I cannot cure them of it. 
Women seldom eat the hakoloy but they often form the meal 
of their husbands or their enemies. It is esteemed a clever, 
brave, and wise thing to slay the wife of one’s enemy, j)artly 
because the flesh is tender to eat, and partly because of the 
pain, rage, and grief it occasions the enemy.” 

“ Arc such things possible in this nineteenth century, in this 
age when we spend so much to spread religion from shore to 
shore?” 

His Fijian majesty, who spoke his native tongue with some 
stiffness and difficulty shook his head sadly, and the twinkle 
in his bright eye faded away as he spoke. 

“On the big islands out there,” he said, pointing over his 
shoulder with his thumb; “there are missionaries, good men 
and zealous, but they have little power. They teach and 
bring up the young, but, amongst so many, what can they do? 
Cannibalism has existed here for many hundred years. They 
cannot uproot a foolish, bnital custom. The coming gener- 
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ation may be better. There are something like two hundred 
and fifty of these islands, and of them about eighty of the 
largest are inhabited.* Some of these, the missionaries, who 
now and then visit our distant little island, say contain as 
'many as 30,000, and even 50,000 inhabitants.” 

“ You cannot change the habits of so many people at once. 
Do what you can, you must have time,” said old Flook; ‘‘if 
some of our European conquerors instead of dreaming of, 
aye, and of attempting to overrun settled kingdoms and 
governments, and of annexing territory to territory, and pro- 
vince to province, thereby causing, in their mad ambition, 
the deaths of thousands, and spending millions of money, 
were to send out two or three small sliips of war with a few 
companies of artillery, and a handful of soldiers, they might 
overrun the islands, reduce the inhabitants to order, abolish 
cannibalism, and plant Christianity firmly and for ever. The 
savage is naturally a coward. He fears and worships the 
strongest party. He would desert his paltry gods and leave 
his filtliy habits when he found them useless and powerless.” 

“Bedads,” cried his majesty Paddy Quain, “and indeed 
but you’re quite right there, young sir. Might, with these 
people, means right 3 and if I had not carried a strong hand 
over them myself (wake little craturc as I am) I should have 
been made bakolo of, and have been eaten clane up, long 
ago. There’s a signal.” 

A gun from our ship woke up the echoes of the rocky 
shore; and, accompanied by the king, we went down to the 
shore, carrying with us presents of pigs, fowls, yams, and 
fruit, and promising to visit his kingship again the next day. 

• The Fijian group of islands extends over 40,000 square miles of the 
South Pacific, lying between latitudes 15*’ and 22” S., and longitudes 
176" E. and 178" \V. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

WK MAKE A SHOUT VISIT TO THE F.JIANS-THEIR 
appearanck and character. 

gURING half that night, a, .0 ™un6 ^ 
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do now ; they iniglu afford a glorious home to thousands of 
our pent-up town popuLitions, they might become the abodes 
of happiness and i^lenty, of law and religion, instead of 
crime, cruelty, and murder.” 

“ They might indeed,” said I. 

“What a life to lead,” said he, reverting to our friend 
Quain. “ All alone amongst those savages. He really is an 
extraordinary man. He, no doubt, might have escaped long 
ago if he had chosen.” 

“No doubt, no doubt,” said I ; “ but I presume he likes it.” 

“ And is of use in his generation, too,” returned Flook ; 
“ perhaps more so than some of us dream of. He told me 
that since he had been king the population of his island had 
almost doubled. He has suppressed feuds and wars in which 
many were slain, and, as he said, has done what he could to 
uproot cannibalism. Well, I heard, whilst you and I were 
peeping about the village, that his majesty promised his old 
shipmate, Bobus, to pay us a visit on board to-morrow. I 
shall be happy to renew our intimacy with the monarch.” 

“ And I,” said I. “ Good night, Flook.” 

“ Good night, old boy,” said my friend ; “ I shall dream of 
being made king of Fiji.” So, rocked by the gently rising 
waves of the bay, we went to sleep. 

The next morning his majesty, Tui Nayau, did us the 
honour to pay us a visit on board our brig. We had made 
everything taut and ship-shai)e to see him, and received him 
with all honours, for he had befriended us, and moreover 
deserved these honours considerably more than many otlier 
potentates, civilised or uncivilised. 

Two royal canoes carried the king and his train, followed 
by many small craft carrying presents to son? us, since Paddy 
had told his subjects that we ourselves were small gods, and 
could soon make bakolosy pr dead men, of them, if we wished. 
The remembrance of the tyrant, Connell, and of his doings, 
taught them sufficiently to respect us, and their king's behests 
were carried out in perfect faith. 



OUT AND ABOUT. 


1S9 

In return for these presents we feasted his majesty on 
board, gave him a horsehair mattress for his palace, a hand- 
basin, glazed inside, some towels, and the best rifle we had. 
We gave to his subjects some axes, nails, chisels, and plane- 
irons. We victualled our ship afresh, and filled all our 
water-casks, and were ready to depart, satisfied with the king, 
and leaving him satisfied with us. 

Our crew had begged, however, three or four days* liberty 
on shore, and were told out into parties to enjoy themselves. 

I am not sure but that many besides my friend, old Flook, 
envied Paddy Quain ; but a few sights which we saw, and 
which I will include in this chapter of my adventures, quite 
cured them of the feeling, and they were willing enough to 
sail with us to old England. 

The land itself is a garden, all kinds of flowers make the 
earth gay, a perpetual summer smiles upon them, the seasons 
bear a rotation of God's good gifts; the sky is glorious above 
them, the ocean full of the finest fish, of turtle, and with its 
very rocks of coral surrounds them, at once their guardian and 
their benefactor. Fruits of most kinds are to be found — the 
brcad'fruit, cocoa-nut, and yam, the orange, shadock, and the 
karika, the banana, wis and iri-nut, from which their women 
make bread; other luxuries, too, they have. 

Fine in form, elevated in feature, capable in brain, the 
inhabitants have yet managed*to make this paradise an earthly 
Hell. 

Fraudful, full of deceit and cunning, cowardly, and, like all 
cowards, cruel, filthy in his habits, with a long memory for 
wrongs, and a very short one for benefits, the native walks the 
earth, a curse to himself and to his fellow man. He has some 
•cifltiire, is fond of a kind of system in his war, has a religion, 
and bows down continually to his false gods, makes poetry, 
and sings his songs of war, love, and religion, and yet will slay 
his wife to eat her heart, not in rage, not in revenge, not in 
drunken excitement, but out of mere petty pride of making 
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himself celebrated as a terrible fellow. With a clean cloth 
bound about his loins, a bushy head of hair and beard, filled 
with black powder, and a well-oiled body, the natiye stalks 
abroad as proud as Cjesar. Pride, in any, is ignorance. 
The more any one really knows, the better, the more highly 
born, the wiser he is, the less will he be proud. I have been 
out and about a good deal in life, and I have always found that 
the proudest man in the company had ever the least cause 
for pride. The proudest man in our ship's company was 
poor old Stump, whom we were carrying to England to pen- 
sion and set free. 

The Fijian’s pride is of the same character. A word, a 
slight will offend him, and, when offended, he is implacable. 
An adept at concealing his emotions, no one may know his 
anger till it suddenly burst out : then, indeed, it is terrible. 
The broad brow is wrinkled and puckered, the dull black eye 
brightens and grows red, the cheeks are distended, the nostrils 
widen and give out breath like steam, the whole body quivers 
with rage, and the savage fury stands confessed. If this fury 
is successful in its object, murder, arson, and all kinds of 
devilish cruelties follow before it is appeased. The old man 
and the babe alike suffer, the tender virgin, or the old matron 
who tends the house. 

There were on board our vessel, the Spread Eagle,” one 
or two old gentlemen professing the then new nonsense, called 
‘‘ Spiritualism,” who pretended that they believed that every- 
thing was good in this world, that men were not so 
wicked as it was pretended, and that universal happiness, 
without any misery or trouble at all, might soon be achieved. 
I remember that these pious old gentlemen were rather 
anxious to get rid of any of the observances of religion, arid 
wished to acliieve all this universal happiness in a loose, easy, 
sloppy kind of way, as if no rule, observance, or endeavour, 
were necessary. Flook and I would argue with them, but 
to very little purpose. They treated us as boys. 
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When we came on board, after visiting Thikomba, and 
told our story about the people being cannibals, Messrs. Silky 
and Softly must needs deny it. Cannibalism, said they, was 
extinct. Universal brotherhood about to begin ; the savage 
was a much-maligned creature. Man, who falsely called him-, 
self civilised, did not understand the impulses of his more 
natural brother, and so on. I was glad to be of the party 
when these American gentlemen went on shore, and, as they 
professed to love science, examined the scoria on the shore, 
looked at the sunken reefs of coral which formed the natural 
breakwater of the island, and pronounced us, perhaps tmly, 
to be standing upon part of a submerged continent abounding 
in extinct volcanoes. I begged them to travel with us into 
the interior to study the people. 

Our two friends did so, and Paddy Quain having granted 
us an escort, being avgU armed also — an unnecessary precau- 
tion, said our friends, off we started upon an exploring trip of 
two days. 

We had not gone very far into the interior when our leaders 
turned aside to a native temple, or bure, to soro the gods 
for our good luck. Soro means to propitiate, and certain 
offerings are there made. Our friends, full of enthusiasm, be- 
gan to talk about the beauties of natural religion, when one 
of them, a tall gentleman in blue spectacles, hit his head in 
passing under a tree against something pendent therefrom. 
Looking up he saw the limbs of a dead body. The bakolo 
had been offered to the gods, and after being partly eaten by 
the priests, was hung up there to dry, and to provide for tlie 
after-wants of the professors of Fijian religion. 

• Bures, or temples, we found in plenty. Never met we 
such men for praying, propitiating, and sacrificing, as these 
islanders. They poured libations into the sea when they set 
out ; they soro^d the gods when they went to war ; they wept 
plentifully and prayed earnestly when offended j they tum^ 
to their deaf-and-dumb idols upon every occasion. It is a 
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land of many gods, from Nden^d, the symbol of eternal exist- 
ence, to Nangganaugga, the great woman and hater of bache- 
lors, who troubles the spirits of those who die unmarried. 
The gods are numerous. They are of various rank, and 
Bome of them of very little account, so much so that, when 
angry and disappointed, the Fijian will offer to fight his god, 
and often thoroughly dethrones him.* 

Yet, in the offerings made to these fictions, bloody sacrifices 
arc common, and the dead body of a man or child covers the 
large baskets holding the fruit offered to the god. Besides 
these demons, ghosts and other night-fears, restless souls, 
little devils, goblins, and wizards, haunt the dark mind of 
the Fijian. Our learned friends had their eyes soon opened 
to the native virtues on our journey. We were not very far 
from a village when we heard sundry cries of triumph. 
Muskets were fired, conch-shells blown, and a hollow tubular 
piece of wood, the native drum, beaten continuously. Presently 
the cause of all this burst on our view, a rabble rout of people, 
chiefs, priests, and conch-blowers, and girls blowing on a 
hollow reed, called the nose flute, came in sight, then a chief, 
marching proudly with a bleeding tongue, torn from his 
enemy’s mouth, in his hand, and his club over his shoulder. 

Next came two women, drawing the bakolo — its face to the 
ground, its hands extended and tied at the wTist. They sang 
a wild song as they dragged the corpse along — “Come, bakolo, 
to the oven ! You are brave; you have fallen ; your heart 
shall be eaten I The brave to the oven ; but the coward 
runs away !” Such, we were told, was the burden of their 
song. The crowd passed us, leaving us sick and disgusted, 
and our friends rather shaken in their admiration of the^ 
beauties of natural religion. 

In short, we found in our tour all the vices I have men- 
tioned flourishing in great abundance. We were glad to 
escape from these “ purjfic men.” We found them always 
ready and hot for blood, but cowards at heart. AV’'e saw a 
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father slay his flivouritc son, a husband his dearest wife ; not 
in anger, nor in jealousy, nor because lie or she liad plotted 
against him, but because the savage wished to prove himself 
a very dangerous fellow. 

Flook, the philosoi)hcr, was quite as much shocked as I was. 

“ I tell you what,” said he, “ I tell you what Paget, if some 
great European conqueror, instead of spending the lives of 
thousands, and millions of treasure in invading somebody 
else^s dominions, were just to try the efiect of establishing 
religion in these islands, backed up by actual strength, he 
might do better. A paik of artillery, now, and a regiment of 
infintry, would make them soon relinquish their foolish bloody 
gods, and believe also in that God whom our missionaries 
preach.” 

** Also can command artillery said I ; ‘‘ no, no, Flook, it 
will not do. The Cross must not be propagated by murder, 
nor the most gentle faith the world has ever seen, by force. 
Wait awhile. Patience and faith will do wonders, wait till 
another generation shall have passed. T.ct us teach these 
benighted beings better. Let us shoAv them by examj)le that 
we are not like they are.*' 

As we went on we found their bravery was but a kind of 
blind and stu])id rage. We were present at the ceremony of 
an old chieftain who was about to be buried alive. We found 
that it was a common custom there. We begged the old 
man’s life, but he seemed callous to the favour, and the son, 
who pretended immense love for the parent, replied to our 
interpreter, Of what use is life ? he is old, let him die, rest 
is sweet.” 

^heir religion teaches them murder. He who has not slain 
his foe is subjected to the most degrading punishment after 
death. He who kills many is blest. 

“ Let us get back to our ship and set sail at once,” said I ; 
am tired of these people who have flattering words to the 
Strong, and carry clubs, swords, and arrows for the weak. I 

0 
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will leave this island where everything in nature is beautiful, 
and where only man is vile. I thought, and have read some 
writers who affirmed, that civilization only brought a curse, 
and that Europe was more cruel than the hlast. Henceforward 
I shall believe otherwise ; there are men whose souls dwell 
in darkness even in this world.” 

Our philosophers held their peace. The sights around us, 
the sores, diseases, blindness, both religious and natural of 
all around, had taught them that man was not blessed because 
he was ignorant, nor innocent because untaught. 

“ Henceforward,” said old Flook, “ I shall add another 
proverb to that which says, ‘ Knowledge is power.’ ” 

» What shall it be ?” said I. 

Why, that * True knowledge is virtue.* ** 

. “ If you mean religious knowledge, that which teaches you 
your true duty towards God and your neighbour, which after 
all is the knowledge most worth, I think you are right,** said 
I ; in such a view knowledge is goodness itself.** 

Since our friends visited Thikombia, great changes have 
taken place in Fiji, which became a British crown colony in 
1874. Since that date true religion, education, and civili- 
zation have made rapid strides. At the present time the 
Christian religion is almost universal in the islands, the 
great majority of the natives being Wesleyans. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

WE LEAVE FIJI — THE MARTYR MISSIONARY. 

next day his/majesty, Paddy Quain, came onyboard, 
and we made a great feast to receive him. He was 
so sincerely our friend that we all liked him, although 
he had adopted not only the morals, but the manners of the 
natives. He was quite reconciled to his fate, and left us in 
his regal canoe in great state, obstinately resisting any of our 
persuasions for him to return to England with us. 

We still lay in the bay, our savant making various excursions 
in search of plants, when a canoe came to our side paddled 
by four young men whose very looks were different from those 
around theia 

In the stem-sheets of the boat lay a poor, young English 
gentleman, apparently not more than twenty-five, so burnt up 
with fever that he could not rise. His attendants carried him 
up the side of the vessel, and explained his story. 

He was a Christian Missionary from a neighbouring island, 
earnest in his calling, had worked himself to death^s dooh 
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He was dying when he reached us. His friends knew it, and 
he better than they. 

We had seen enough of the base side of nature. This man 
showed us what the bright side was. 

Reared in luxury, he had yet devoted himself to the good 
cause, had laboured at it, and had died in harness of his hard 
and continuous work. Coldness, indifference, persecution, 
carelessness, cunning, inquisitiveness, whigh for a time assumed 
the aspect of devotion and then disappointed the teacher, all 
these he had to struggle with, and at last overcame. But the 
effort was too much for him. 

He came on board our ship to die, but lingered with us a 
long time and taught us much. 

The Reverend John Fortescue, so he was called, was of a 
noble nature, noble as his family and name might be. A poet 
and an enthusiast, he had at college been led away by his 
companions to ridicule the ignorance and foolishness of the 
missionaries, and what he then considered the conceit of those 
who thought to convert whole nations of the heathen. But 
honest in his antagonism he resolved to go amongst the men 
he opposed, and happily for him and others he ended, like 
St. Paul, in propagating that faith which he had formerly 
bitterly opposed. 

He was ordained by one of our bishops, and devoted him- 
self to the task of learning the Tongan and Fijian languages, 
so that he might preach in their own tongue to those benighted 
people. When we had the happiness to meet him he had 
laboured for ten years, and had seen the faith he preached 
spread widely. 

Some of the tales he told us resembled in every circum- . 
stance those of the early martyrs, tales of martyrology they 
were of Apostolic suffering and endurance. 

“Do you think,” he said to our American savant^ who, 
struck with his goodness, reasoned with him upon the folly of 
having thrown so valuable a life away; “do you think that tht! 
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Christian Church is less provided with earnest servants than 
in its first days ?” he smiled faintly, “ you should have lived 
with those among whom I have had the honour to exist.” 

The savant^ who was one of those too often careless about 
religion, replied — 

“Well, there is no knowing, sir, how far enthusiasm will 
carry a man, but we live in an age of universalism. Little 
systems are dwindling away, and the Great God of Nature, of 
the Hindoo, Turk, Indian, or Tongan alike, known of course 
under different names, but meaning the same Power, is gaining 
day by day more devotees.” 

He smiled, as if he had said something very wise. 

Fortescue rose from his chair, and placed his hand upon 
his heart as if he felt just there a sudden pain. 

“As a preacher of Christ’s Word, however weak,” he 
said, “ I must, dear sir, protest against that false generalisa- 
tion you speak of. Upon the brink of the grave I would not 
say that I hate anyone, but I do say that I hate a .system, ui 
abhor a false creed. People veil tlieir apathy by generality, 
and talk of the God of Nature and the Universal Being, and 
the gods of the Greeks, the Chinese, or the Mogul, as being 
the same. I tell you he is not. Our God is a jealous God, 
and admits no other worship. If you wanted your ship to 
reach Calcutta would you steer to New York? Will the 
prayer addressed to an idol reach the true God ? the sacrifice 
made to a false system, or an idea, serve also for the altar of 
Truth? 

“ Oh, sirs, you should have seen what I have. Of faith, 
which indeed removed mountains \ of the savage turned sud- 
denly and completely to God; of whole villages converted, by 
poor weak teachers, who, in London, would be despised as 
ignorant. You should have seen the native convert go quietly 
to certain death to test his faith ; you should have watched 
the gradual growth of faith, breaking over a benighted land, 
as the sunlight breaks upon the sea. 
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In these islands many times our converts are baptised in 
blood. The missionary and his whole church havebeen slain, 
their houses burnt, their place of worship swept away, and 
yet again their followers preached, and still the pure seed 
sprang up and flourished. Our own Church has been in the 
front rank here, good and learned men have been with us, 
but other Churches have been foremost too ; Paul and 
Barnabas equally have preached, and we have known no 
difference. Young men, without learning, and with only 
Christian faith, have come out from home with a simple 
Christian purpose, and have accomplished their aim. They 
have sealed their blameless life with a happy death; they have 
lost wives, children, health, life itself, but they have known 
sucl'i loss was gain.” 

The savant was silent. Here indeed to me was a lesson. 
I l:ad met in the world with men who told me that only 
simide people believed in our holy faith. Here I found one 
of the best and truest and most leaincd of men throwing 
away his life and considering the loss gain, as, he said, others 
had done. 

The missionary adventures, related by Mr. Fortcscue, were 
full of interest. We saw religion, faith, gentlencs.s, and love, 
opposed to cruelty, avarice, pride, and ignorance. We found 
that on the side of the world, that is, on the side of Power, 
arrayed in a savage dress, if you like, and holding merely a 
sceptre of bamboo, but still upon the side of Power, all the 
vices and ambitions, cruelties and lusts of man were ranged, 
but that they were yet overthrown, one by one, simply by 
Jleligion, without force, without fraud, often without the aid 
even of eloquence or learning. So strong is Truth — ^great 
indeed is she, and will prevail. 

The persecutions and the martyrdoms, the hair-breadth 
escapes and adventures of some of the earlier disciples of our 
preachers, were told us in a narrative so affecting and simple, 
that we listened for hours, and often with tears running down 
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our cheeks, to them ; but Fortescue’s great reward had come. 
The cause in which he had laboured was successful. Can- 
nibalism and the cruelties of savage life were fading out from 
the islands, and the dawn of a better era was already seen 
in the skies. 

The full day of civilization, for which he had laboured, he 
however was never to see. 

It seems trying, but it often so happens. The time of 
harvest arrives, but we live not to reap it ; that we have sown 
should be our sufficient reward. 

So it was with Fortescue. He was resigned and contented, 
nay, happy, though he was slowly dying. He never lost 
hope or faith as he grew weaker and weaker, and gradually 
faded from us. We sailed as quickly as we could, hoping to 
reach England with him, but before we did he died. The 
ship lay almost motionless in the calm sea when he died and 
gave his pure soul to his Maker. He was full of hope, and 
trust, and faith, as happy as a soldier marching home. 

We buried him the next day in the vast sea. Wrapped in 
a hammock, shotted at head and foot, the body awaited its 
grave. As the captain read, in his rough voice, faltering 
with emotion, the words, “ We therefore commit this body 
to the deep, to be turned into corruption, looking for the 
resurrection of the body when the Sea shall give up her 
dead," the sailors lowered the body gently to the sea, and 
the bosom of the deep received it gently, and wrapped and 
hid it in its waves. 

Jfc 4c * * 

The next day a breeze sprung up, and we sailed for 
England. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

HOME AGAIN — DOCTOR LEATIIERBY HAS SURPRISING NEWS 
FROM THE PROFESSOR — I JOIN MY SHIP. 
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** Well, sir,” said I, “ I am rejoiced to hear it, although, 
thanks to you, I do not now want his help. He is in London, 
of course.” 

The doctor shook his head. “ If you were to guess from 
now till doomsday, you would never find out where he is. • 
Indeed, he did not tell you, when you saw him in London.” 

“ Saw him in London, doctor?” 

Yes, saw him in London. By the way, Ned, what a fine, 
big fellow you grow. No wonder Lucy asks after you ; as 
much, indeed, as she does after her brother ; but that’s neither 
here nor there, is it ?” 

I confess that I should have liked to hear more about Lucy, 
but the doctor did not then gratify my curiosity. 

“ Miss Lucy is well, 1 hope sir,” I said ; “ and my uncle 
is, where, sir?” 

” Now which is to be first, Lucy or the uncle? Welf, I 
must begin with your relation 1 suppose. You see, he left 
you in such ahurry, or, rather, you left him, when in I^ondon, 
that he could not explain to you his intentions, could he ?” 

I shook my head, thoroughly puzzled. The doctor con- 
tinued. “ Well,” said he, I will not keep you any longer 
in suspense. That uncle of yours, I say, you met in London. 
He w^as no other than Professor Peter Garle !” 

I jumped out of my chair in astonishment. “An old 
ras — [” I had forgotten that the doctor had told me some- 
what of this when I was last in England. 

The doctor held up a finger in admonition. “ Never speak 
against relations, my boy ; whatever he has been, he is now 
reformed. Sit down, and do not open your eyes so widely, 
and I will tell you all. Men run on, my boy,” he continued, 

‘ aher a pause, “ in roguery and dishonesty for a long time, 
but in the end, you may depend upon this, they find out that 
it is a losing game which they are playing. So it was with 
your uncle. An educated man, and what the world calls a 
gentleman, he yet never had, as he confesses, and your poor 
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father experienced, any principle. In consequence, he fell 
from bad to worse, and at last was known as one thoroughly un- 
trustworthy, so that after the death of your father, he found 
himself without a friend in the world, and with no one to 
depend on but himself, and on that person he could not place 
much reliance. He fell, as I say, step by step, till, after being 
mixed up in several very dishonest transactions, and finding 
every day his sphere of action narrowed, he found that he 
could only depend upon the pitiable trade of a begging-letter 
writer.” 

I covered my face with my hand. “ My poor uncle,” said 1. 

‘‘Aye, lad,” returned the doctor, in a kind voice, “pity 
him if you will, there is no one so truly deserving pity as he 
who is guilty ; but withhold your sympathy for him, keep it 
for yourself ; he injured you. A dishonest relation, in the 
world^s eye, covers those near him with the reflection of his 
own guilt. Hut mind, Ned, in the world’s eye only. For 
myself, I can only say that I honour you more since I have 
known this, for it appears your own straightforward innocence 
and honesty wrought, together with other circumstances, a 
change in the character of your uncle. He is now a changed 
man.” 

“Thank Heaven for it !” I ejaculated fervently. 

“Amen,” returned the doctor, “and for all good things 
too. But, to return to my narrative. His career, as a begging- 
letter writer, under a changed name, was getting very perilous, 
when he bethought him of you. You were young, innocent, 
and unknown : all this w^as in your favour, and you he knew, 
would be of infinite service to him, and so he wrote to me for 
you. It does him credit, however, that he wished to conced 
from you his own degradation ; and he found you so innocent 
that he had no need to tell you his real name. He purposely 
let you be, as it were, lost at the inn, assumed intoxication, 
followed you, and took you home. You know the rest*^ 

“ Indeed I do,” said I, impatiently. 
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Now, pray do wait, and hear the end, Ned,” cried the 
doctor ; ^^it is ever so much better than the beginning. You 
never discovered what his trade was, but there were others 
upon the look out j and one fine* morning, as you know, the 
excellent professor was caught. He had been ‘wanted,* to* 
use the policeman's phrase, long enough ; but his cleverness 
did not desert him, the proofs were not sufficient, and a 
clever advocate so puzzled the jury that they would not con- 
vict him. Frightened, however, by the trial, and having had 
time to reflect when in the House of Detention, Mr. Peter 
Garle, alias Austin Paget — by the way, his real name never 
came out — shipped himself as a surgeon for Australia, where 
he now is, a prosperous merchant.” 

** Indeed,” said I. 

“ Yes, and more than that, he is a reformed man. 
signum /” The doctor held out a letter. “ Fortunes,” he 
continued, “are made rapidly in our colonies, and your uncle 
was lucky. He is a clever man. lie found in Melbourne a 
young fellow with a capital business, but witliout a notion of 
management^ He went in, talked as if he were a capitalist, 
engaged himself for a short time as clerk, mastered his 
situation, and showed his employer his value. He then 
bought, by giving bills, a half share in the business, and, 
throwing his whole energy in it, so improved it in a short 
time that he is able to send you over, as an earnest ot his 
intentions, five hundred pounds ; a sum which, he says, he 
will make, as an act of just restitution to your father and 
yourself, five thousand before he dies. Here is his letter.” 

The doctor was in his element. No one rejoiced over the 
ojie sinner who repented more than he. He rubbed his hands, 
and marched up and down the room in high glee. 

“ Now, Ned,” said h^ “ what do you think of your uncle 
now ? are you ashamed of him ?” 

No, 1 was not. The letter was a simple, plain epistle, full 
of real feeling, and of sorrow for the past and determination 
for the future^ which, as the reader will afterwards see, Austin 
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Paget did not allow to die away. My heart was full of grati- 
tude, because, by this unexpected stroke of fortune, I was 
for ever relieved from the idea of being a burden upon the 
doctor, and at the same time I was enabled to offer him some 
compensation for the unceasing kindness he had shown me. 
'rhe offer was made, but, I need scarcely say, rejected by the 
doctor, who was, however, gratified at the offer. 

Besides this good fortune, I and Flook had realised a 
good round sum of money by our American adventures. 
Our merchandise had sold well at Santa Fe, and our collection 
of rare articles, fossils, and precious stones, together with 
some specimens of rare plants and seeds, were worth some- 
thing, — this, together with my pay, which I had not drawm 
on, placed me altogether, and as I then hoped, for ever, out 
of a state of dependence upon a friend who was, however, the 
kindest in the world. 

After staying some time with the doctor, I made my way 
to Yai mouth, and there rejoined the Flook family, who were 
all very glad to see me ; I liope I may add most especially 
in the instance of Miss Lucy. In my absence she had grown 
nearly a woman, and her beauty had increased with her growth. 
It was no Avonder that I loved her, for everyone admired her, 
and I could never forget her kindness to me wlien a poor ship- 
wrecked lad. My good schoolfelloAV openly told me that he 
could choose no better brother-in-law than myself, should 
Lucy love me, and should the proper time come, and I believe 
that neither Lucy’s father nor mother was averse to the match. 
But, meanwhile, my bashfulness held me back, nor could I 
quite believe, notwithstanding many signs of preference, that 
Lucy entirely loved me. Besides, I had yet my way to make 
in life, and it Avas Avith feelings of mingled pleasure and regret, 
that I one morning receb^ed orders to join my ship at Ports- 
mouth. I Avas now an officer, and could not think of disobedi- 
ence ; I hastily bade good-bye to my friends, went to London 
to get ready my uniform and kit, and put myself on the top 
of the Portsmouth coach to join H.M.S. the ** Thunderer.” 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 



WHEREIN WE SAIL TO BUSHIRE, LAND IN PERSIA, AND 
JOURNEY TO SHEERAUZ. 

HAD plenty of time to reflect upon life and its ups 
and downs, outs and ins, overs and undcrs during 
iny stay at Portsmouth, for the ship had not yet her 
full complement of men — the captain was particular, and 
good men were scarce. Captain Becker was rather a mar- 
tinet, and his character for severity prevented him from filling 
his ship very readily. Old Bobus, I am delighted to say, 
was there, a petty officer, and one much esteemed and 
trusted, for his character was well known in the principal 
seaport towns. To do him full justice, every one liked him, 
and he did more towards filling our ship than any amount 
of bounty, or any promise of prize money, however extravagant, 
could have done. Prize money the captain was determined to 
have, not that we were at war with any one, but that he wanted 
u war, and was therefore certain that we should have one, 
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After we had sailed we opened our sealed orders, and found 
that we had to proceed to the Persian Gulf, there to aid two 
ships of the East India navy, in obtaining redress for certain 
wrongs done to our merchants by some of the dependent 
chiefs of the Shah. Captain Becker was wishing devoutly 
every day that the Shah would turn sulky or restive, or refuse 
compensation, ‘‘And then,” said the Captain, “we will show 
them what the British sailors can do.” 

That opportunity — but I am anticipating. I should write 
that previously to sailing for Persia I received letters from 
my friend and schoolfellow, old Flook, and in one of them he 
told me how much all of them missed me, and, what pleased 
me most, wrote that for many days after my departure Lucy 
was melancholy and very pensive. Indeed, we had rather 
an ^ectioiiate parting, and the recollection of that, with my 
friend’s letter, emboldened me to send her a present, a little 
souvenir^ which I hoped she would accept, and which might 
sometimes bring me to her remembrance. In answer to this 
I received a very charming letter, which I keep in my desk to 
this day. 

Once more again, then, the reader must follow me on the 
open sea. All the knowledge I had gained under Bobus, all 
rile lessons which Captain Seth Smith had imparted, I found 
excessively useful. My fellow midshipmen were younger 
and less experienced than I, and my former voyages and 
knowledge of ship life gave me great advantage over them. 
The captain, who liked smart officers as well as smart men, 
put me forward where he could, and was very kind to me. 
All was order and regularity on board his ship, and if discipline 
was strict I must say that the men were the better for it 

We had no adventures till we reached the Cape, All was 
smooth sailing, and although in rounding, the ship was nearly 
thrown on her beam ends, still a storm is hardly an inddent 
worth recording in a sailor’s life. At the Mauritius we were 
joined by two frigates of the East India Company’s service 
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and at once proceeded to Aden. We had certain troops on 
board and were quite prepared to batter down the walls of 
Bushire, nay, our captain and several of oiir crew quite looked 
forward to the job. As we approached our destination, 
taking in a pilot to navigate the vessel along a most danger- 
ous coast, we heard rumours of a deadly resistance, and a 
revenge which the Imam promised to take upon his enemies, 
which were almost enough to appal any one save an English- 
man. 

We, I remember, were sailing along in a calm sea, the wind 
being gentle at the time, and the ocean as quiet as a mill- 
stream, when Bobus pointed out to me a strange pair of com- 
panions in the water. It was nothing less than a shark and a 
pilot fish. I had often seen the former, but until then had 
not fully noticed the latter. It was striped in rings of purple 
and yellow, and brilliant in colour. It seemed to me no 
bigger than a mackarel, and was perched on the shoulders 
or head of the shark. 

“ Hallo cried my old friend, ** we will catch him,” he 
pointed as he spoke with his blunt, strong thumb to the shark, 

in a few minutes ; flow, Ned, watch that ^erc fish, he is the 
confidential adviser and laivyer of Jack Shark, and a very 
good one too. Only the old fool does not always take his 
advice ; now mind,” 

One of the boys of the ship had run and fetched us a bit 
of pork of considerable size, and to it was fastened a strong 
iron hook. The pork was dropped overboard, and the shark 
soon exhibited a lively interest in it. 

"Now,” said Bobus, "look at his lawyer.” 

» • The legal adviser, 1. ^., the pilot fish, certainly was not 
backward in coming forward ; he detached himself from Jack 
Shark, and whilst his client waited in the rear, swam to the 
pork, looked at it carefully, swam round it, and then back. 
I cannot pretend to say whether fishes talk. Animals no 
doubt have a language of their own, and understand each 
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Other i^eifectly, so it seemed to me the shark understood the 
pilot fish. The latter advised his client not to touch the 
bait, and perched itself on the top of his shoulders, and away 
the two swam, leaving us somewhat disappointed. 

“Walt a bit,” said Bobus; “Old Nosey,” the bottle-nose 
of the shark procured him that nick-name, “is far too greedy to 
leave it at once ; bless you, he mil not take the advice of 
his friends any more than a middy would that of the first- 
licii tenant ; wait a bit.” 

The old boatswain was right. Presently, back came the 
shark, and the pilot fish in a violent agitation again jumped 
off the shoulders of the larger fish, swam to the pork, hastily 
round it and again back, taking the same report, no doubt. 
We could see, through the clear waters, the two fish with 
thjsir noses together, as if holding a council of war. 

“He’s a saying to him, ‘now don’t you be such a fool, 
Jack, don’t trust to that deceitful bait,*” said Bobus. 

“ * Ille dolls instructus et arte Pelasga,* ” 

quoted a middy who had been taught Latin, and remembered 
some of the second i5i]ncid. 

“ ‘ For if you docs — ’ ** continued the old seaman, — here 
the shark made a slight dart forward, and the pilot fish placed 
himself right before him, “‘you’ll be sure to be caught, as 
sure as my name is Jack Pilot Fish.* ** 

“ ‘Timeo Danaos et dona ferentes,* ** 
concluded the middy. 

But it was all to no purpose. The shark’s appetite was 
too much for him, and with an immense dash he rushed fqr*. 
ward to the bait and swallowed it, at the same that his legal 
adviser plunged into the waves, with an indignant wave of 
the tail, as if he had said, “Well, there now, if you will be 
guch a fool, you must be caught ; it does not matter to nje.** 

“ Off he is, without shaking hands with Ws patron,” said I 
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‘‘Aye, and on he his,*' returned Bobus, pointing to the 
shark, “ pay out till he has gorged it, give him rope enough, 
and let him play with it." 

We did so, and the shark fell off a little in our wake. But 
presently, feeling rather uncomfortable after his meal, he 
turned round, and wished to swim away. “ Now’s the time," 
said one ; “we will haul him in." It was no child’s play to 
do so. We bound the rope to a belaying-pin, and then four 
or five of us, with a heave ho ! pulled at Jack Shark, to get 
him aboard ; he was too strong for us, however, and for half 
an hour we played with him, paying out the line, and then 
hauling it in, till he was thoroughly tired ; then some of our 
fellows, with a strong pull, along pull, and a pull all together, 
hauled him aboard. When out of the water, and coming up 
the side, he was weak and powerless enough ; but when ^)n 
deck the lashings of his tail were enough to have stove in the 
sides of a jolly-boat, till Bobus, standing on one side, cut 
through, with one mighty blow with an axe, the vertebrai of 
the fish, and divided the tail from his body. He lay then 
quietly enough, only now and then opening his wide Jaws 
and clapping them to again, with force enough, as we well 
know, to take off a man’s leg. His skin was so tough that 
none of the youngsters could cut it with their dirks, nor could 
I with a cutlass. I looked into his cruel, hungry eye, as he 
lay upon the deck dying, and I fancied that I could recognise 
hatred, greediness, and terror, even then. 

The Jack Tars did not long leave him a whole skin. He 
was soon cut into slices, and, for a long time after, we could 
hear the hissing of the frying-pans as the cook dressed cutlets 
of the fish for the mess of the seamen. Some of the middies, 
of course, ate some of it ; but I was not myself anxious to 
taste such a delicacy. 

It was not many weeks after this incident that our good 
ship, the “ Thunderer," anchored o^ Bushire, and we there 
found the commodore of the Indian navy, consisting of three 
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ships, awaiting US. Our arrival was timely, but we were of 
litllc actual service, unless wc reckon that quiet and, too 
oflcn, unappreciated use which gains an end without actual 
violence. In the words of the poet, we might have said — 

“ Oh, my lord, 

It needs, full oft, the show of war to keep, 

I'lie substance of sweet peace.” 

In our case, much to the disgust of tlie captain, and to that 
nh.f) of se\'Cial dd die-hards amongst the crew, who wislied 
again to smell powder, the sliow of war ])iocurcd peace at 
once. Our consul, who had been insulted, was again re- 
ceived witli the most abject courtesy. The Russian agents, 
wlu) had been, as that power has encouraged them to d(3 for 
years, spreading money amongst the disaffected, and urging 
hostile preparations against that power which holds, and, I 
trust, will for ever hold India, were driven away, at least, 
a])parently so ; and, outwardly, the British ensign waved, as 
it often has done in reality, the sign of peace, power, and of 
strength. 

Bushirc was, after all, when I saw it, a miserable place. 
Our shii)s were obliged to lie in the roadstead, three miles 
off, for reefs and sandbanks, which even a small amount of 
energy could remove, prevented any but small craft entering 
the harbour. The ruler of the town had revolted against the 
Shah, and the inhalutants every day expected an aniiy to 
come and deliver it up to fire and sword. Too weak .to repel 
it, hating alike the emir and the Shah, trembling for their 
goods and their lives even, the people were full of abjcctncss 
and misery. They could not have offered any resistance to 
an English gunboat, much less to a ship of our size, had they* 
wished to do so ; but so far from resisting us, the head man 
had cleverly spread the report that we had been sent by the 
Queen of the Seas to liglp and aid him. It is curious that, 
being such univei'sal liars, as they undoubtedly are, in com 
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mon, I am afraid, with other P2astern nations, it is curious, I 
repeat, that the people should have believed the report ; but 
I found that liars are also credulous, and this proved it. 
More respect was shown to the usurper, and, after our ap- 
proach, the inhabitants became 
better dressed, and wore more 
ornaments, they having, under 
the influence of fear and pil- 
lage, buried and concealed their 
treasures and dressed them- 
/ selves in old and dirty rags. 

After our consul had come 
on board our ship, and had held 
a council with the captain and 
the other commanders, it was 
determined that a deputation 
should proceed, not only to the emir but also to the Shah 
liimself, so as to receive from his hand a proper and official 
corroboration of tlic concessions granted to us. 

I was lucky cnougli to obtain permission to be one of that 
party. "We therefore dressed in full uniform, with side arms, 
and as much finery as wc could wear, since Easterns think 
fine dresses a mark, not only of respect on the part of, but of 
power in, the wearer, went ashore, and visited the liouse of 
the balioos^ or consul, and there met the British resident from 
the Company’s army, a man of great penetration and talent, 
and an officer of high rank. He was to head our little band, 
whilst the consul stayed with us. 

The Residency, with the British flag flying from the top of 
the house, was by far the most comfortable and best house in . 
Bushirc. Mere hovels, made of mud, leaves, and date- 
sticks, formed the dwellings of the poorer classes ; they called 
them kappars^ and so small and low were they, that one 
could not stand upright in them, even in the centre. The 
roofs of the houses are flat, on the top of them is a peculiar 
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construction — a square tower, open at the four sides, but 
covered at the top, and having moreover an opening into the 
house below. Inside these towers are flat partitions, placed 
at the different angles, and so managed that, from whatever 
quarter the wind blows, a draught is received in the wind- 
tow'cr, and thence sent down througli the house below, so 
that during the heat of summer a constant and very grateful 
draught is kept up. 

The insurgent sheik or emir lived in a mud fort, a little 
way out of the town ; near it was the custom-liousc, situated 
on a kind of miserable quay, the sides 
of which w'ere ruinous and in gaps. The 
sheik had placed himself near the custom- 
house, I fancy, for the purpose of laying 
hands upon everything he could. His 
exactions, and the duty he had placed 
upon the articles of daily consumption, 
from the fruits of the greengrocer, or 
hakkaid^ to the grain, milk, cheese, and 
meat of other dealers, had already 
rendered him odious to the 
people, who w'erc glad enougli to 
see our little proces* 
sion start towards his 
fort, guarded by twenty 
sepoys, w'hich tlie con- 
sul had spared us out 
of his guard of thirty- 
six. In front of the gate of the mud fori a breastwork of 
^e^rth had been throwui up, and behind it were six large gun.s, 
old, honey-combed, and almost useless, but w'hich were kept 
loaded in readiness for attack, and in which the .sheik placed 
much reliance. 

There was some little ceremony at the gate w'hcn we en- 
tered, a ragged guard of the most villainous ruflfians one could 
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see, turned out to meet us, but after a few words, which few 
of us could understand, we were admitted to the interior of 
the fort, and our consul had an interview with the insurgent 
sheik, who was seated on a dais, and who, with the short- 
sighted pride of Eastern insurgents, gave him the airs of the 
rightful monarch. 1 was glad to see that the consul, with 
l^nglish straightforwardness, told the sheik that lie was ac- 
credited to a higher court, and that he could not acknowledge 
his power. The chief was a fat, good-humoured looking in- 
dividual, and his thick moustache and beard prevented us 
from seeing any of tlie workings of his face, or any emotion 
lie might have betrayed. He answered us very graciously 
that he wished to keep peace with the Chiefs of the Sea, and 
with several big-sounding sentences intimated that he was 
about to make the Shah cat the dust of the earth, and crawl 
on his belly before him. 

He gave us, however, a pass to set us on the way as far as 
his authority extended, being afraid of the firm looks of our 
commanders, and the close array of our little force. He in- 
vited us also to a feast of mare’s milk and rice boiled up 
together and rolled into little hard balls, which our men 
devoured with a great deal of gusto. 

After our departure from the sheik we travelled under safe 
guidance towards Sheerauz, proceeding in a north-westerly 
direction. We passed now and then through groves of 
myrtle, which grows wild in Persia, and which fills the air 
with its perfume. ^Vhen we were on the plains of Shapoor 
we found it intersected with water-courses, an(J thus irrigated 
the plain produced a plentiful crop of rice. The land was, 
however, so wet that it was difficult to cross. The 
Persian ploughs, of which we saw several, were shod with 
iron ; they are heavy implements, drawn by oxen yoked to 
them by a clumsy piece of wood which lies across their 
shoulders. 

At a distance across the landscape we could see various 
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black tents of the Iliyats, wandering tribes who lived ii])on 
the flesh of their camels, their goats, and the milk of their 
mares. When they had eaten up all tlic grass and forage of 
one place, they removed to a distance and again encamped. 
We passed many of these tribes, and now and then the re-’ 
mains of a recent encampment of the Mamasenni, robbers, 
of whom solitary travellers and weak caravans arc extremely 
afraid, but the regular marrii of our men, and firm asjicct 
of our luiglish officers, so fiightcned the si)ics and scouts 
sent about us, that wc were quite unaltackcd or un- 
harmed. 



• In the valley of Shapoor we met with indications of the 
former greatness of Persia. The hill sides, which are of vast 
rocks, were here and there sculptured boldly with warriors, 
and horses, chariots, and captives ; a monarch, supposed to 
be King Shapoor, is triumphing over a fallen foe, who, from 
the Roman costume which he wears, is thought to be the 
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Emperor Valerian the prisoner wears the Roman tunic 
and short sword of the conquerors of the Old World. I'he 
Roman kneels in an ahjecfc posture and holds up his hands, 
while the Persian conqueror looks on with pride and arro- 
gant contempt. 

“Ah, ha said one of our officers, looking at the rock, 
“ ages have fled, and we are a little altered since then. 
Where is the dust of Shapoor ? Where that of Valerian, now ? 


‘Persicos ocli, puer.* 


So sang old Horace ; scarcely three centuries have passed 



turning and bowing to the Eastj 
luminary as he rose and set. 


when he might have hated 
them for a better reason. 
Come on, let us face the 
modern Shapoor, and sec 
whether he will flay one of 
us.” 

On we went, over moun- 
tain and plain, over Kotuli 
DokhicAy or the Simplon of 
Persia, past the lake and 
j)lains of Kangeroon, past 
rahdarSy or native police- 
men, levies of raw troops, 
dervishes, dancing, praying, 
or begging, priests on donkeys, 
or with spread-out carpets 
and worshipping the gorgeous 


* This emperor w.is obliged to yield to Shapoor at Edessa, a.d. 260. 
In the weakness and decadence of the Roman Empire relief was hope- 
less, and the unfortunate successor of the Cicsars, after being treated 
with ignominy, w'as flayed alive. 

t My young readers who study the derivation of words, will be 
amused to find that this word Dokhter (girl) is pronounced as the Scotch 
would pronounce daughter, and, says Binning, is evidently the same 
word. — Binning' s Persia,'* \ 6 i. i. 
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Brown hills, dwarf oaks, dates, and palms formed the 
principal vegetation of the place. I had heard of Persian 
roses, of wondrous flowers, and 1 have since read in the 
pages of Mr. Thomas Moore of nightingales singing all the 
night long, but I found that the Persia of reality and* 
that of fiction are as essentially different as any two things can 


be. Bendemere*s 
Stream, whereon in 
a song which I re- 
membered sung me 
to sleep as a child, 

I found had no 
“ bowers of roses'^ 
at all, so that the 
nightingale scarce 
could sing in them 
all the night long. 

But I must hasten V 
to my story. We 
reached Sheeraii/ 
in good time, saw 
the Shah, who re- ' 
ceived us in a very ; 
gracious temper, 
ratified our privi-' 
leges, and was ex- 
tremely pleased ^ 
with the account 
we gave of the 
, weakness of the in- 



surgent chief. Some 

troops had already been despatched, and before we departed 
we had the satisfaction of hearing that the rebellious sheik, 


terrified at the approach of some regular troops, had run away 
in the night, carrying with him certain pillage, and those 
of his ragged band of desperadoes who trusted in him. 




CHAPTER XL. 

IN THE PERSIAN GULF — THE PEARL DIVERS AND THE SHARK. 

S ^N our return to Piishirc we found things altered. The' 
) true Imam, who was as cowardly as Lord Mayor 
^ Beckford in our riots of ^8o, had returned, when the 
danger was fully ov^er, to his post, and was blustering and 
bragging, instituting searches for the insurgents, and despatch- 
ing messages to his sovereign full of brag and bombast. 
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AVe ourselves were received with honour, for by some 
process of reasoning, which 1 do not inuler.sland, the llight 
of the sl\oik was set down to our valour, or at least to onr 
intervention. The town, which lookeil so forlorn and deso- 
late at our approach, was now full of people and of gaiety. • 

As we entered it sevend horsemen rode out to meet us, 
shooting ofT pistols and carbines, throwing up s])cars while at 
full gallop and catching them as they rode, and shouting pro- 
digiously. F.very man was armed to the teeth. Hero and 
there were fellows, whom we saw a few weeks back grovelling 
in mere terror, swaggering ahoiit with huge whi.^kers ami 
monstache, venting enormous tlircats against the rohbcis. 
Some of these boasters had half a dozen pistols stuck in their 
bolts, and certainly looked big enough to cat the ragged rap- 
scallions of t!ie fort for dinner. Ihit we remembered^ that 
those very rapsc.allions had a few days before terrified these 
big fellows out of their lives. 

Jvook ! there’s a warrior,” said 1 to Jlobiis one day, when 
he was ashore with me. 1 pointed to a fellow with a magni- 
ficent sabre, a spear, a kind of tulwar, or curved sword, and 
four steel-butted pistols in his belt ; “ there’s a desperado.” 

**A what?” said Bobus. 

“ A desperate fellow,” I returned. 

“ A desperate coward, you mean,” cried the boatswain with 
a sneer; ‘‘bless you, it isn’t the looks, it’s the ’art. Ileie’s 
one of oiir Jacks with plenty of pluck, and a little time on 
his ’ands, ’ud kill ten o’ them fellers afore breakfast ; ten, aye, 
twenty.” And Bobus puffed a great quantity of smoke into 
the air and watched it melt away as he turned up his manly 
• upper lip at the manhood of the Persian desperado. 

When we had rejoined our ship, we had still to wait about 
the Gulf and to cruise in a very unhealthy station until the 
concessions which we had gained for the British residents 
were practically ratified and enforced. For we well knew 
that the vice of lying did not apply alone to the people, but 
to the government of Persia. 
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During our stay there of several months, I applied myself 
to my studies very closely, for on my return home I intended 
to pass my examination as lieutenant, and I am happy to 
say that, what with the habit of studying and the experience 
1 had gained, I stood a very fair chance of passing. 

4’he second lieutenant was very friendly to me, and seeing 
that I kept the youngsters under me in pretty good order, 
and set an example of industry and attention, often gave me a 
good practical lesson in the duties of my profession. I was 
soon on very friendly terms with him and also with many of 
the officers in the ship. "I'he crew were kept in health by 
continual exercise and practice, both at the long guns and 
the small arms, and H.M.S. “ 1'hunderer ” was reckoned, by 
her officers, at least, the smartest vessel in her majesty’s navy. 

W.e Avere one day on a cruise in the gulf, for the health 
and recreation of the crew, when we came suddenly upon a 
fleet of small boats with one sail. This was off the Island of 

us that the boats were 
those of the pearl-fishers ; 
the monopoly of this par- 
ticular fishery, the largest 
in the Persian Gulf, being 
in the hands of the sheik 
of Bushire. Ghastly, 
grim, and poor looked 
the crews of these boats. 
On each side sat ten 
naked divers, and a 
crew of about eight pro- 
pelled the boats along.- 
At the rudder was seated 
the captain of the gang, a wretch with a more cruel face than 
the rest ; at the prow of the boat the medicine-man, or doctor, 
a kind of priest, who with contortions, prayers, charms, and 
imprecations, pretended to give prosperity to the voyage, and 
to keep away the sharks. 
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Aye, aye, the sharks are their great clrcacl ; look at the 
shivering wretches ! They do not look as if they liked the 
work, do they, Paget ? ” said my friend, the lieutenant. 

Carry the ship rather more in shore and let go the 
anchor, that^s what tlie captain will do ; we \vant to see this/', 
said I. 

hope so; but there’s no breath of wind Stirling, not 
even enough to belly out the lalteen sails of those [)ioahs.” 

It was true enough; but the boats came forward, at a swift 
pace, with a monotonous chant. They were lowing from the 
shore, and, to our great joy, they gatliered in a regular array 
near us, and commenced their operations. We were evi- 
dently just over the oyster-ground. 

‘‘ Look at that humbug,’^ said the lieutenant. 

The humbug w^as no otlier than the priest of one of the 
boats, who twisted himself into all kinds of knots, and innde 
contortion after contortion, wliilst a gang of pearl-divers 
watched him very intently. 

Oh, it’s all right, old fellow,” continued my friend. ‘‘ I 
wonder what he’s rated at on the ship’s ])ooks, Paget, ch?” 

Rated high or low, he seemed an important personage, 
for the men kept from the w^ater till he made the propitious 
sign, and then five of them, each taking a black, heavy stone, 
to which a leather stirrup and rope were attached, a small 
iron-pointed stick, and a net over their shoulders, jumped, 
feet foremost, over the side. Their right hand had a cord 
round the wrist, a small piece of bent horn fastened down 
their nostrils, and their ears were stopped with wax. 

AVhen they jumped from the boat they went down feet 
, foremost, liolding the string in their right hand. “ At the 
bottom,” said the lieutenant, “ they kick off that stone, pick 
up the oysters and put them into their net, and, w'hen ex- 
hausted, they will pull the string and come up again. The 
stones, you will see, are pulled up after them, and serve for 
the next gang.” 
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Surely enough, two minutes hardly elapsed when first one, 
and then another, of the panting divers were drawn up, and 
laid exliaustcd at the bottom of the boats, whilst tlie others 
unloaded their nets, drew up the stones, and jdaced the 
joysters in safety in the stern, 'rhen another five jumped 
overboard, and tlae same process went on. Thin was all 
around us, and the medicine-men seemed to emulate each 
oLlier in their prayers and contortions, and tiied to excel 
each other in their projiliecics of good luck to their men. 



Does the sheik of Bushire make much by this business?*^ 
said I. 

“About ;^25o,ooo is produced annually, but whether he 
or others get the best, I don^t know. This 1 do know, that 
the fellows who fish get little or nothing, and, after a life of 
misery, die of consumption, or ruptured heart, through stay- 
ing long in the water. And all for what ? Vanities j verily, 
all is vanity ! A pearl is a handsome thing ; a row of them, 
with a diamond clasp, looks well round a pretty, fair girl's 
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neck, but they would look worse than sharks’ teeth round tlie 
neck of a savage, if we thought of the misery by whieli they 
were obtained, or the deaths they occasioned. Ila ! what’s 
that?” 

We had been watching the divers now for some time. In* 
the most busy time, when the \vatcr is almost lei)l(l, as warm 
indeed as the air, the divers will go down about fifteen times 
a-day at the most, on some days they will not go down more 
than half that number. The day we saw lliem was urojuiious, 
and the diveis liad been down alxjnl si\ limes in \aiioiis 
gangs, when an alarm was given of the most dreaded enemy 
of the diver — the sliark ! 

“ J.ct’s bait a hook,” said I, ‘‘and serve him like wc did 
our old enemy.” 

“ Do you think he will cat pork, when he can get a meal 
upon that kind of humanity,” said the lieutenant, pointing to 
the divers, who, with frightened looks, came hurriedly up, 
with their nets half full ; “no. Jack Shaik knows his tavorite 
dinner too well. lUit they arc all uj) now.” 

“ No,” said 1, with a wild anxiety at my heart, “ there is 
yet one } the one nearest us is down still.” 

“ Then it’s all over with him,” said the lieutenant, with a 
nervous t\^ itching at the corners of his mouth ; ‘‘1 saw the 
back fm of a big fish stirring just over where he should 
ascend.” 

We had not to wait long in suspense. The men in tlicir 
boat, hoping to rescue their comrade, had rowed a little to- 
wards us, and from the violent agitation of the line, wliich 
had been made longer and paid out, so as to give the diver 
space to swim in, his comrades knew that he was aware of 
his danger. 

“Do they ever escape ?” said I, in a whisper. 

“ Sometimes, yes,” answered my companion, curtly. “ Let 
us hope this one will.” 

All this took place in, perhaps, half a minute. The dive) 
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had already exceeded his usual stay under the water, but he 
was known to be an excellent hand. There was, therefore, 
little fear on that score, providing he was quick enough to 
(lodge ” the shark. 

' Hurrah !'* shoutctl the lieutenant, '‘he has done it/^ 

A black liead and slioulders aj)peared ju.->t above the water, 
about a couple of oais’ distance from the boat, and a dozen 
arms were stretched out towards liim. Had he been nearer 
he would have been saved; but we turned sick 'as we heard 
his agonising shriek, and saw the water all round him dyed 
with his blood, above which, for a moment, flashed the fin of 
the sliark. 

The boatmen seemed palsied with horror; but one man 
caught the dying wretch’s hand, and pulled into the boat tlie 
half only of his trunk, which had been bitten in two just at the 
middle, the blood gushing from it like a great flood as he 
pulled it into the boat. 

‘‘Come away, Paget, come away; there will be no more 
fishing for this week at least, perhaps for months, here. Sharks 
scent human blood, and a whole school of them will come here. 
That boat’s crew will be so terrified and enraged that, unless 
he takes care of himself, they will chuck the medicine-man 
over to feed the sharks, and,” he added, '^it would almost serve 
the medicine-man right. Ah,” continued my companion, 
there is a considerable difference between the pearl wearers 
and the pearl divers. Death, doubtless, is near us all; not 
only the soldier and sailor, but the scholar and the clergyman, 
physician, and tradesman, die at their posts; nevertheless it 
is something very awful to contemplate lives so completely 
thro^vn away as these are in the acquisition of a simple bauble. 

“ Whether they are eaten by sharks, or die of disease, their 
lives are equally thrown away, poor wretches. They are the 
slaves of the speculators and merchants who surround them, 
and to whom the boats belong. They make fortunes for their 
masters, but not for themselves. Bees are not the only 
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creatures from whicli men extract the golden honey and kill 
the insects in the process.’’ 

^‘That’s very true,’* muttered the classical middy; ‘‘but 
I fancy, old Horace made that observation two hundred 
years ago ; so we are not much changed.” 

I was glad to find, on our return to Hush ire, that our treaty 
had been ratified, and that we were to return home, they 
having no further need of II.M.S. “Thunderer,” in the 
Persian Gulf. 
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acMiiv^ to tlie buildings of New York,’^ turns to liis 
native Irisli hills and valleys, or, in the midst of a priiufeval 
forest, laying the sleej^ers of a new railway, or navigating the 
frail craft which plies in the bay, still remembers home: so 
doth the rich merchant on the banks of the Hooghly, the far 
settler in the west, the Anglo-Saxon at the Cape, New Zealand, 
Natal, the Horn, Spitzbergen, where you will. Struggling 
with difficulty, or lapped in luxury, wc cv^cr love home. 

How much we, who had wandered from home for two years, 
and who had been out and about, longed for the land, 1 can 
hardly tell. My countrymen generally will make a fortune 
anywhere they can, but they look at last to spend it in England. 
I’hey love not to die away from her shores. They wish to 
rest with their fathers, and to sleep their last, long sleep, 
beneath the turf on which at first they trod. 

It was such an elation of sjurits to all of us that Bobus and 
Flook were almost for danc:ing, and old Slump caught the 
infection. As we passed up the Channel, and saw the white 
cliffs at a distance, and English ships dotting the offing in 
evciy direction, sailing past us, it seemed almost living proof 
of the majesty and power of our land ; our hearts swcllecl and 
panted with a noble pride. Even tlic Americans on board 
felt and shared this, though in a less degree, and in endeavour 
ing to exalt their own country, showed how much tlicy 
respected ours. 

‘‘This land o’yourn,” said one, as we were looking out 
a*head, “is long a cornin’, and is but a speck arter all. Now, 
you can sight the shores o’ the great U-nited States for days 
and days, if you choose to sail from north to south, A little 
* speck this mother country, a little speck” — 

“ But a great heart, sir, I calc’late,” said another. “ ' Tis 

* The poor Irish have remitted to their still poorer countrymen, in 
the last few years, no less a sum than seven millions of money ! I know 
of no fact so touching, nor so honorable to the feelings of a nature as this^ 
verily the poor help the poor.” 
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o’ny fair to the old land to say that she’s known everywhere, 
"rhere’s not a jjort in the world but what you’ll find the Englihh 
buntin’ /lyin’ in ; not a sea but has been crossed by her keels; 
not a river her boats hav’nt bin up; not a shore on which the 
feet of her Jack Tars ar’n't set; not a desert which her mer- 
chants don't traverse, nor hardly an island, however savage or 
remote, in which the Englishman doesn’t preach his faith, and 
spread the Ilible of the English church. Yes, she’s a little 
])lace, a little body like, but with a great heart and uncommon 
long limbs, is little England !” 

‘‘ Hallo ! there’s the Wight,” cried the captain. 

A little island, a garden isle, in fact, lay before us, and 
three or four great rocks round which the sea dashed high. 

“Them's the Needles, I calc’late,” said an American; 
“ble^s you, they arn’t much.” 

“No one ever said they were, that I know of,” said Flook; 
“ ’tisn’t the island you must look at, though God had blessed 
that abundantly, but look at the energy of her people, their 
constant work, their love of peace, their bravery in battle, in 
what they call a righteous war, and remember that of late years 
the nation, as a wliole, has acted as one man, has been ever 
conscientious, and has never done anything which their con- 
sciences wholly condemned. Come here, Stump, my man.” 

“ Yes, Massn, here’s old Stump.” 

“When you set foot on that shore, Stump, you’re a free man; 
you can go where you choose, do what you choose, say what 
you choose, so that it is not flat blasphemy, or that which 
breaks the i)eacc of your neighbour.” 

“ Oh, golly,” cried old Stump, jumping up delighted; “free 
man at last ! you’re quite sure you mean true, Massa,” he had 
a lingering suspicion as he spoke, “ quite sure, ch ? Tank 
you, Massa.” 

“ Do not thank me,” said Flook, “ I do not do it, the land 
does it; no slave can set a foot upon that land. 'J'he moment 
his foot touches her shore he is free.” 
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Old Stump gazed in a wondering admiration upon Ports- 
mouth Harbour, wliich we were then entering. 

“Wun’ful old land/* he murmured, “tell me, Massa Flook, 
which is the *zact spot Pm to tread on to gib me liberation.” 

We were landed at last, and our little party was dissolved. 
Plook naturally wished at once to hurry home, and 1 lelt 
most eager to see the dear, good doctor, whom I loved as a 
father. Bobus would stay for some little time at Portsmouth, 
he said, to clear our luggage, and old vStiim]) did not know 
exactly what to do with himself. His liberty rather em- 
barrassed him, as a new coat restrains a boy. He first jiiit 
it in practice by insisting that Bobus and the winters should 
call him Massa Stump,” refused to wait upon us, sta)'ed out 
beyond his dinner time, and came in w'ith a ridi('ulously im- 
poilant air, and with his black nose considerably elevated. 
I’lcsently the sad reflection beamed ujion liim that he had 
iio home, and that he must do something for hi^ living. Me 
tliercforc approached us as we w'erc jiacking uj) our liunks 
without Ins aid, and very sciiotisly begged to speak with us. 

“Fire aw'ay, Stump,” said old Flook, “go it, my black 
philosopher.” 

“ Mustn’t call me blacky sar,” he .said, me a free man now, 
not a black man.” 

“ Oh- h,” whistled Flook. 

“ I wants to know what I’m to do.” 

“Wal*,” returned Flook, imitating the Yankee tw’ang, “I 
calc’late I and Ned will set you up in business, or, look here, 
they want a w^aiter here, hire yourself.” 

“Shan’t do no such thing,” said the old fellow, ruefully; 
“ I’m a free man now,” 

“So are the waiters free men. They can go wlicn they 
like, come when they like, give warning or take it. Some- 
times they grow rich and take hotels themselves.” 

“ Oh, golly,” said Stump, as if the prospect was too mucli 
for him ; “ tell ye what Pll do, Massa Ned,” said he, looking 
to me, “ 1*11 come and live with you, if you’ll let me.” 
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So you shall, Stump, my boy,” said I ; “ I’ll take you to 
the doctor’s, and hear what he says.” 

“ but mind, Massa Ned, I can go when I like, come when 
I like, and gib you \varning — when, sir?” he asked suddenly. 

“When you like,” said T, “every month if you wish it.” 

Stump made a menial note of that circumstance, and 
forthwith installed himself as my free “help.” Every month 
since that time he has, however, made use of his privilege, 
and giavcly gives me warning, which 1 take as gravely, know- 
ing that he regards that privilege as the palladium of liis 
liberty. 

Flook soon departed to his home, Ilobiis was busy and 
promised to rejoin me quickly, and I, with a dozen or so of 
curious little presents, with cowries and nuggets of gold, 
Spanish dollars, and sprays of coral, soon f(jund myself and 
Stump at the gates of the old school. I had w-ritten to the 
doctor as soon as I touched land, and was delighted to sec 
him toddle out, rather feebly, for he had had a touch of the 
gout, to look at me and embrace me. Mrs. Taw, still active 
and as upright as a dart, came out too. 'i'hc delight of the 
doctor w^as unbounded, he shook hands heartily with old 
Stump, and was amazingly tickled with that black gentleman’s 
honest grin. 

“ So," said he, “ this is our Charleston friend. I suppose 
he is a fixture.” 

“ Massa, the Doctor,” said Stump, “ I ain’t no fixtur’, I 
am Massa Ned’s free servant, no black-a-man now.” 

“Well, well, you have been a good friend to our Ned, 
here, and so welcome." 

Old Taw carried away Stump, and the doctor and I were 
alone. 

After supper we knelt down and gave thanks that we were 
again brought together, never more, we hoped, to be long 
parted again, and that God had kept me safely in all my 
wanderings. 
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The next morning, and indeed, for fully a week afterwards, 
I had to give an account to old law of my travels. She 
wondered and listened, and listened and wondered, in a most 
amusing way ; and old Stump, who in going out and coming 
in occasionally helped me in my narrative, came in for hia 
full share of praise. Indeed he wanted more than his share, 
and was continually recounting his own exploits. 

“Dar’s dem sai'pints, Massa Ned, did you tell Missis Daw 
of dem won’rous sarpints. How dey crawl in, and crawl out, 
and pison each odcr and dcmsclves, and lie dem tails up in 
mighty big knots, dc boasties. Yah !” He shuddered as he 
spoke. “ Den who kill dc berry big biggest o' cm ? Dat 
was Stump I Jhave old niggar, dat. Who kill great grizzly 
bahr? Why, Stum]), anyhow! wid his gun. Show you dc 
Mentical gun, wid de ’dentical flint-lock. Save Massa llpbus 
life, Stump did 1 Lucking ting, purchase Stump at Charles- 
ton, Val’able niggar dat ; l)Ut not a black now : oh no, him 
free, coloured genl’m, lum is.'' And having poured all this 
out with a s]flash, as one would water out of a wide-mouthed 
jug, away the coloured gentleman would run. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

IN WHICH MR. NED I’ACD T CON'CI.UDES HIS STORY. 

(la^AKING up the thread where I previously deft it, I 
lilp explain to my readers that, in my Persian 

voyage, I was benefited thus far; my Arctic ex- 
pedition being kindly counted as time served, I was enabled 
to pass my examination and to be placed on the list of 
lieutenants R.N., shortly after my return to England. The 
liberality of my uncle and my own good fortune had jilaced 
me in an independent ])osition, and it was with feelings of 
a hopeful certainty, that I, after having passed, hastened to 
Yarmouth on a visit to my friends. 

I found Flook and his family in excellent health and 
spirits. I'hey were delighted to see me, and Bobus, who 



OUT AND ABOUT. 


233 


IkuI been there for some time, was absolutely getting tired 
of shore life, and talked of taking another voyage. He was 
the warmest of all, except one, to congratulate me on my new 
rank. The parents of my schoolfellow seemed as delighted 
to see me as if I were their son, and I could not ])ut feel 
grateful for the kindness sliown to one who had first visited 
them as a poor, shipwrecked boy. 

Flook was not present when I mentioned my gratitude to 
them, and thanked them from my heart. But there was one 
whose welcome I had not received, and whom I said 1 wanted 
to thank for nursing me, when I lay sick to death. 

“ 1 can never forget it,’^ said 1, I must thank her, sir, 
my.elf.” 

‘^She will be very willing to receive those thanks, Ned,’* 
said her father, with a smile, and a peculiar and not displeased 
glance at his wife. 

1 divined the meaning of that look, and turning the con- 
versation upon Doctor Leatherby’s goodness, told them how 
lie IkuI welcomed me, how the poor neglected boy might now 
be reckoned almost a rich man. Their praises of his liberality 
were as warm as my own. 

“ And now, sir,'* said I, again interrupting myself, and 
tinning full towards him, ^Miave I your full permission to 
thank Miss Lucy myself; to thank her with my life?” 

“ Well,” he said, smiling “ I think you may, but you will 
not find her very cruel ; I don’t think she will want your life, 
Edward. But you are eager to find her he looked at his 
watch, it is Wednesday, she has gone to evening prayers, 
you w'ill meet her now returning across the fields.” 

^ Eager-hearted, and full of hope, I thanked Lucy’s father, 
and then set off across the fields to meet her. I saw her at 
a distance, and stood still and blessed her as she walked 
demurely and with downcast eyes. 

Then I bounded forward. 

“ Miss Lucy,” said I, meeting her. 
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.She stood still, the colour coming and going upon her fair 
f-irc, as she looked up at me. The evening breeze stirred 
licr clustering hair, whicli played round her pure white neck 
an.l mingled with the brown ribbons of the country-hat she 
V. ore, riei eyes, clear, large, and lustrous, met mine, shot 
out a stream of kindness and recognition, and fell beneath my 
glance. She was silent. 

I held out my hand, and took hers and pressed it warmly. 
She returned the pressure for a moment, then relinquished 
the liand and walked by my side. 

The Ml miner sun had just set behind a hill, but the sky 
was .‘jiill blight, and the air jnirc and balmy; ])eyond the 
shadow of the hill, the sunlight still threw long shadows on 
the grass, the cattle browsed calmly on the dewy grass, and 
the tinkling shccp-bells in the distance only broke the silence. 

^Ve walked towards home. 

“I will not,” said I, speaking with an effort, and yet upon 
so siinjile a subject; I will not ask you whether you are 
well, Miss Lucy ; I never saw you look so well, so — I 
hesitated a moment, so charming.” 

Lucy looked up and smiled. 

Have you learned compliments at Astrakan, or poUtesse 
from the Fijians, Mr. Paget, that you compliment me?” 

“ Tis no compliment, Miss Lucy,” said I, gazing earnestly 
at her ; “ I remember the face so well, oh, so well, and every 
feature is improved by time, every — ” here I st02)ped and 
“ brought to,” as Bobus would have said, rather abruptly. 

“ Did you really think of me, then ?” she said, with a soft 
inflection in her voice. 

I drew her arm through mine, and answered — 

‘‘Think of you ! In the long, daik nights in the Atlantic 
Sea ; in the calm, weary days, crossing those vast grassy 
plains ; in the bare mountains, in the arid desert, and in the 
wild and far off island, I still thought of you. There was 
not a night, but that when lying on my pillow and praying 
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for safety and for aid, but that I thought of, aye, and prayed 
for you.’^ 

I pressed her arm closely to me as I spoke, — after a pause 
slie answered me. 

“ And I of you, dear Ned.” 

“ Thank God for that, dear Lucy.” 

For what, dear Ned?” 

Why that one true heart did think of me, and, and— 
love me.” 

Her arm pressed mine at the word. 

Others love you too,” she said ; my brother loves you 
well ; there’s not a letter that he lias written in which he does 
not speak of dangers overcome or braved, of kindnesses done 
by you, of noble deeds and words of yours. But more tlian 
this, he spoke of one great crowning virtue, Ned, of, an 
English virtue, which long has made, and I pray long will 
make the glory of this land, of modest worth whicli did 
much and said nothing ; wdiich spoke of others, but forget 
itself.” 

Oh, Lucy, Lucy,” .said I, my heart beating with an almost 
painful pleasure to hear her speak so ; “ what can I answer 
to all this?” 

I thought, Ned, as I read those letters that I would some 
day humbly thank my brother’s friend, and tell him how 
highly I must honour liiin. He told me that when others 
lost heart you did not, that you went on firmly and cheer- 
fully, that you practised faith, hope, and charity, and these 
by deeds, not words.” 

“Dear Lucy,” said I, suddenly stopping, and catching her 
•hands ; ‘‘ spare me. I do not deserve this praise. You have 
made a fond ideal of your brother’s friend. You know me 
from his letters ; not through myself. But oh, dear Lucy, 
were I all you say, aye, and ten times more, I could not 
equal you, nor half deserve you ; but yet I trust that you will 
pity me, and look on me kindly when I offer you my love/* 
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She looked half startled, half rejoicingly, in my face, and 
drew back a moment, as she murmured, “ But my father” — 

“He knows it all,” I answered, quickly; deeply as I love 
you, Lucy, fondly as I have ever prized your love, and wished 
the day to come when I could ask it, 1 would not speak to 
you, or seek to iniluence your heart, until I knew my love 
was sanctioned ])y him who has chief claim upon his daughter s 
heart.” 

She suddenly drew her hands away from me, lr)oking up 
\\ilh such a sweet smile that 1 see it now, and cried, “ So like 
30 U, Isdward, so like you to the last. And so it all depends 
on mo; well, w^ell— ” she beat with her little foot upon the 
glass, and then suddenly looked iij). “ Voii ha\c won me 
faiily, Kdwaid ; take me now.” Both hands w'ere jilaced 
trustingly in mine. I took them with a sacred joy ; her face 
looked up to me, her eyes beamed on me, as if all her hope 
now lay in me , her face was raised to mine, and 1 bent down 
and kissed her lips. 

The evening closed in very raj)idly that night. I remember 
that it was nearly dark when we reached home, and that they 
liad been waiting tea, they said, for some time. Jt was not 
far from church cither, said my fellow-traveller. “ You and 
laicy must have missed your way.” 

“ Pardon me,” said 1 ; “ 1 have found it.” 

Lucy ran to her mother, and bent down over her dear, fond 
htcc, and kissed her. She then ran to her father, whom 1 had 
thanked in a low and earnest voice. 

“'Tis all settled, sir,” said 1. 

lie smiled, and answered, archly, ‘‘Ah, that accounts for 
the distance, I suppose.” 

In the meantime having found a mother, I had had a 
father in the doctor long ago, I took the privilege of taking 
iicr hand and kissing her forehead. 

“Hallo!” cried my schoolfellow; “I shall be jealous, 
soon, Ned-” 
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“Yes,” returned his mother, “I have two sons now.” 

“And pray, mamma, then,” replied Flook, “ give your 
family some tea.” 

Happy, happy evening 1 The time to part came. Bobus, 
who had been to see a friend, came in to say good night, 
before going to his hotel, and soon made out the signals, he 
said, which were run up. Both Lucy and I did put such 
signals out, I fancy : I, in my confusion ; she, in some of the 
sweetest, brightest, and most charming blushes in the world. 

“And, Mas’r Ned,” said Bobus, “ I’ve seen our first officer 
of the old “ Lively Bessy,” and he says that, when he com- 
mands his new ship — he is post-captain now — ^you shall be 
installed as second lieutenant. Here’s an opportunity. Two 
more years spent in the Arctic regions, in finding out the old 
doctor’s iceless sea, would — ” 

. “ I am afraid, Bobus, I cannot do it,” said I ; “ the doctor 
cannot spare me; and there is some one else to consult 
now.” 

Bobus grinned like a good-natured dolphin, “ Ah,” said 
he, “ I see it all. Safe in port, safe in port. I shall go into 
the coast-guard service, for, I suppose, that here’s an end to 
Out and About.” 

Not quite an end ; a few more words before we take leave 
of our readers. 

The doctor retired from his school, and settled with me 
and my wife, when after due time we had married, in a little 
sea-port town, quiet and retired, the front of which looked on 
the sea, and the clean streets of which led up to the loveliest 
-county in all England. Bobus kept his word. He was good- 
fellow of the sea, sea-y; of the brine, briny. He was 
appointed superintendent of the coast-guard, and the service 
had no better officer. He wanted a housekeeper, and took 
old Mrs. Taw to preside at his table, and talked gaily of 
settling in life with her. She, good soul, glad of being near 
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US, spent half her time with us, and looked upon us as her 
children still. 

The doctor, who had brought up so many good boys, and 
had instilled into so many young hearts the principles which 
ensure ti*ue wisdom and happiness, in the evening of his 
honoured life, now amused himself by some work of use. He 
is Avorking at a Latin dictionary, and has got as far as the 
letter B. 

Sitting one day in our parlour and study, Ave Avere sur- 
prised by Stump, Avho is our major domo, announcing a 
gentleman, Avho Avalked in just as his name was pronounced 
as Mr. Badgcit.’' 

Paget,” said the gentleman, softly boAving his white head, 
and looking at us all with a countenance half full of humour 
and half of shame ; ** EdAvard, I am your uncle.” 

“ Professor Garle ! ” cried I, in astonishment. 

** Professor no longer,” he said, sadly. I hope that now 
I shall profess nothing but simple honesty. Young lady,” 
said he, turning to Lucy, ‘^you must have heard the be- 
ginning of my story ; hear the end. Too indolent to work, 
and without principle at all, I sank, step by step, till I did 
tliat Avhich noAV I cannot even mention. I looked upon all 
men as dishonest, as thieves, for I Avas unsuccessful; I 
thought it no sin to cajole and cheat them. 

“ The sequel is soon told,” he said. I Avas punished ; I 
determined to reform, and, in our new world, Australia, did 
so. I Avas successful, and am come to place my fortune in 
my nephew’s hands, to make amends for the wrong I have 
done him.” 

‘‘You have done so, sir,” said I, taking his hand, an<L 
touched by his tone ; “ I have found indeed a friend — a 
father.” 

The doctor’s spectacles were dimmed as he in Tiis turn 
spoke. 

** Mr. Paget,” said he, “ a man who lives a pure life is a 
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noble spect'acle, but he wlio recovers from a vicious course is, 
perhaps, a stronger and more instructive one. It is easier to 
step aside and fall than to climb. You have sho\vn us all, 
poor sinners as wc are, that it is^ never too late in life to com- 
mence doing good. Sir, I thank you for the example.” 

Wc spent the happiest evening, since I had been married, 
upon the day when my uncle returned. And lie was as good 
as his word, lie lived very simply and quietly, and spent 
his money in doing good, and the doctor and he veic finn 
friends and aided each other in their works. 

My schoolfellow, Flook, who was heir to a competent 
fortune, still thought it the duty of a young Englishman to be 
up and doing, and went a voyage to the ICast Indies, where 
he engaged in some of his engineering propensities, and 
spent some few years in planning roads and in carnying 
civilisation forward in that vast country. When the insur- 
rection came he was far up the country, and was one of 
those noble Englishmen who, by their constancy and bravery, 
kept down the flame of rebellion, and helped to win back 
that great empire to the English crown. His deeds were re- 
warded, and he has lately returned to England, full of honour 
and renown, preserving still the same honest simjdicily which 
distinguished him at school, and which made him first my 
friend. 

Old Bobus has grown quite grey in the peaceful service of 
his country. He is as stalwart as ever. Whenever a storm 
sw^eeps the coast where be dwells, Bobus is first with the 
life-boat, and is as ready, as if he were but twenty years of 
age, to peril his own life to help others. Need I say that he 
. is as much loved as such a man should be. The world, after 
all, honours a brave persistence in good deeds, and Jack 
Bobus has many, very many, admirers. 

Old Stump and old Taw are still alive and merry. The 
white head of the former looks as if it had been powdered. 
Liberty agrees with him, and a more portly or respectable 
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major domo than onrs does not exist. Taw has been much 
interested in him, and having taken it into her head that he 
must be a poor heathen, endeavoured to convert him. This 
kindness was answered by Stump proposing to her, which 
proposition she answered by boxing his ears for him, and 
l)cing indignant for some few days. 

So the river of Time flows on. I am a boy no longer, and 
scliool and early life and travel too seem distant now. ' Bless 
all true boys, all bold, brave boys, who will carry out our 
iMiglish name and nature into strange lands, who yet will 
l)reach our faith and spread our tongue still more, who will 
do their work manfully, and God’s work nobly in seas of ice, 
or in tropic climes, in the heart of continents, or in the far- 
off isles, — there is and there will be for years to come room 
and svork enough for them. Let them be up and doing, the 
field is white for harvest ; may they grow quickly to strong 
and earnest men, to sow Truth, and Faith, and Charity 
abroad — to scatter noble deeds as a sower his seed upon the 
broad plains all Out and About. 
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1*2 

Dictionary ot 1,000 Chi istiau Names 10 

bongs and Poima for Childicn 

. *28 

If Wishes n ere Iforst s i tc 

2S 

Sliaiigi Evhibition, A 

. 28 

Little Neighbours in London 

•2h 

Tak Told 1>^ Two, A 

*28 

Li\mp Story, \ 

2h 

That Boy Jack 

. *28 

MegaDdOh>e 

‘28 

Up in the Old Pear-tree 

. 28 

Books (n 

2s. 6d. 


Ada Norman s Tiials uud Difti' 


Mottoes and Apkorisms from Shake- 

cnlties . 

•23 

speai o 

. 26 

AdTontores m the Ice 

*21 

Om Thing at a Time 

•22 

Btave Little Women 

*23 

Out and About 

. 23 

Burgomaster's Daughter, The 

2J 

Phil Thorudyke a Adventmes 

26 

Cookery for lin alids and Others . 

3> 

Piouoers of Civiliratiou 

. 24 

Every Cloud has its Sihor Lining 

*22 

Plodding On . 

. 22 

Eacts and Phases of Animal Life . 

12 

Shoes of Fortune, The 

22 

Famous London Merchants 

•24 

Small Beginnings . 

. 24 

Far>fained Tales from the Arabian 


Solo Whist 

4 

Nights 

2*2 

Steady Aim, The 

. 23 

Fortunate Men: How they made 


Story of Herbert Archer, The 

. 26 

Money and won Benown 

23 

Versification, Hood's Guide to 

. 26 

Cilhert'a First Voyage . 

23 

Watchers for the Dawn . 

.*24 

of Good Society, The . 

24 

Wonderful Animals 

. 12, 



ctLA8S|i<isr» 


Books ^ 36. 


Chnbtiaii Year, rUt 


8 I \Kar of WaUGold TIr 


Books (n 3s. 6 d 


Advtiitnrts of Maurict Drinimiore 
Bii tliilay Book of iVrt and ^rtlsts 
Book of Boyhoods A 
Boj H and their "W u> h 
Chui ( h St aaoiiH Hit 
Dainty Dj‘<h(8 
E\eiiin^»B Aivtty from lloim 
Lxeuiplaiy W oira ii 
Fi w fioorl \s oiiiti V 
Footst* pH to 1 aim 
(hi Is and their 
Glass ol Fashion Tlit 
Great Moveiiunl 
Laudmaiks of English I itcraiuri 
Marhib to Fiudoin 
Alastei Mmds m Vit Scitnce and 
Letteis 

Mattbi w 1 Inid* rs or fh m u* hive 
\uKtraliu 
Oci an S\ avt Ih 


Our Homo tmidt Stones 
Our Li dcottts and Bhiijiukefs 
1 HI lour Ml nrigerio Thi 
I'llf^rmi b Tio/itsa The 
Pi nil LiMiiK and High llimkiug 
Jlidskin and Pah fnio 
Kobinsou Crnsof Lift and Adven 
tun h of 

Loiuaiii ( of tin I orcsts 
Uoiuam t of the Mountains 
Ihyal ( lulduu 
Sitnt of Suctesb Iho 
Sonic Historic Woinui • , 

StoruH ol Young AdventiU’ora 
Stones tut of bchool lime 
Technical Dii tionar> A Popular , 
I nth roni f ahin , 

I iidti tbt ]Su{,a Lannti . 

Du>s of Authors 
1 our Lui k s in youi Hand 


Books (a 4s 6 cl , 6 s , 6 s 6 cl , 7s 6 cl , lOs 6 d , 128. 6 d «4 
21 & , and 31s 6 d 


De(iKimcfy Thomas his Lifi and 
Wiitiiigs, h/- 

Dnfttonuiii An^luHunm Du 21/ 2(> 
rroin buowdou to tin Sia (» .7 

Glunpbes of Wtlsh Lif< ind ( hu 
racter (>/ 7 

Goldin Girls, 1/6 8 

Honrs in iny Gaidi n 6 0 

In Penis Oft 6/ 27 

Laud of Arthur The, (» 7 

Makers of Bntish India, The 4/6 8 


Mail and his Maladies 6/ 

Maiiuale ( h rii oi nm Tht , 7/6 
ISolde S«uu A ilU 
Hobinaou C rusoe 7/6 and 12 6 
Soklius btorn B and Sailors YarnSi 
1/6 

Story ot our Colonn s, The, 4/6 * 

Whist Tabh Ihc 10/6 

'Whist Tabh I he {large paper 

eflitwn)^ 1/6 , 

Woman a Work and Worth, 6/6 , 



NEW BOOKS. 

< I )\\n '‘VO , JO'* iJ}) (loth, piic( ixl 

THE HANDBOOK OF SOLO WHIST: 

Tlx VV ITOi ( U ^\olkl^V A. WllK^’ < (Kit Ulllll., 

K\])l^ui (Lion of it*^ \>it{n)Lil‘' I'riiidpNs and Pi o tic f , witli Illii tialiv( 
litinlr., tlx miiov ition n llx ]>1 1 , oi Iht TIik < h irid< I ( « lOo , vvlo n !>> th* 
Pioj*()Hii 111(1 ' ill i-j ( mhodu d, md tin Nt w sj mdiud Cod * 

ot lii j ]i |itt (1 It^ till hadin ( bih not ddv tlx VkIoui 

tlx \ lilt 1 1 irul f 1 < I lufi 1 1 

CONT fZN rs 

Introduction. The Abondaiice. 

The Game. Hie Mi sere Ouverte. 

The La\% s. The Aboiidancc I)e».laree. 

Propositions and Acceptances. lllustrati\e Hands. 

The Solo. ft clinical Terms. 

The Misere. I>umm> 5olo. 

Noi r I J I \i w \^ 1 1 111 j t t II ( si lit H A tf 1 1 iv s ,lo W ht t. \ > 

C T. Pvi 1 >\ u l \ ■s W I i 1 I u^ ^ 1 ') ii I I \ Mis ( I vlt< 111 I '\m li s, > it 

now the 1*1 oiti. tl M) J nn n ifff 

"(uidains <i i ot lix xn (hod )unui})li", vixl jn.-it tici s 

0 into ( tl d w ith this |)ri|Md VI ^ iTix I’uixiil is ( i i | iml xl Imi iii\ olo 

for thi( « I 1 IV I i m .M\ 111 t I id\ i d i « tl is m w i/u tlx d h in/ i h ii ‘ i1 

is tlx onl\ \ 11 (if col > wills! for (ni • j’lviis tint iinhodits tlx i)io|»Os,d 
aod .xiijitUKi fall I’ 1 of do will * In ( 1 >n_ ItU llx ahenx 

of ari> VMx I; w iiKh (.Old 1 I)* n/air! 1 is m idiuittid .nith >iitv Mi Milk' 
has, in tl » hook uridi I notx inlJv ux t that u jiumiunt l/o > ii<i /'os' 
‘Ulls IS tix hi thindlioik f (his iisdiiatin w,ua< wi havi tvei m*u 
apoifiiH/ /uni'- 

‘ It is uiidoiihli dl\ th Ills! nun'll k t th< fiiii itix m I | nhlislx i 

It contains i i in i d c vpl umti u i tin iin llio 1 <t tlx .,imt, pnnuph s aixl 
piaclirt, with illii tiarm h unis i (ijutil t itnu an 1 tin now fttindaid 
gode of 1 IMS ido])(Ml h\ till h idin., sj uitin/ c hd s lUnnuniham l*o^t 

M hat 111 thew i} of i ti \t bi ok and stindiul w /ood ( iioiicdi bn tin' vhnt 
«portin" ( hihs ol London wlnn '• 1 > is i< nl ulv ind 'tru ll\ ]»lav d. '*honld In 
)»()od I noiifcjh and will hi loi tin ( iintiv at t^tna)/ 

Crown Sv(, , ijs p. n.t K 

THE SPAS OF WALES: tlu'ir Medicinal 

and ( uiativt \Mth lutounatiun as to Sceneiy, 

ITsliirm, Sir Ii iwn TViinis, Cyi line;, and (Tcneial 

Attr.ictifiiis at eacli ot tin Spas. Uy T K Iv’ohhiurs 

*^No climate, no waters, no baths, no air, can be obtained or enjoyed 
en the Continent for the *cure^ of anv disease whatsoever wc say this 
advisedly which cannot be obtained in as oi' even greater, 

efficiency within the limits of our own island,^ — L^' t 

“ Those will* ha VI lu ith< i turn noi mom^ fni advintiins abroad in search 
<if health would hi will advind to tij in llx cailv autumn the Spas of 

TVob"’.” — ‘hyif akf } , 


London : John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 



»EW BOOKS OF TRAVEL AND ADVENTDRE. 

MATTHEW FLINDERS; or. How we 

have Austialid Bcini' tin Fiiu ston of C.i])t\ni rinulors* 
Advcntuieb and FAp]A>ration^ ]^^ Ito' i hi Tin nm , Author 
of “The Stoi} of Austialian IajiIoi itioii ’ A\ ith Nino Ulus- 
tiations and a Chait 

Ciov n S\o , 3'>2 » cl >th, is u 1 , ill 4*; 

* lutvsMU th( -If ((ivtT hII infonn ction nj-aidin.., \intiilus {^rov^tb in 
^utn in sunj It Init l,i iphit int^ th ji ninitut [ ivt m it 

( aptain 3 hnthis . It is » vcitin^ oul u tthhJc ikh) Ih uinui>, t end.*' - 
LfH/hUtl Voif 

“ 1 be b «>k ih IK t onl> tnUitainiii^ but lus I o llu m nt f< w boys books 

111 t and w bid) 1 11 t ini‘*st d 1 v llii • \n f b in., iii-ilnictiM uni hision 

( t/ll} n cur lit J)o( 1 1 ntf f i i i nf / i fij i m I 

“ Tt Is i b< )k ift I! i 1 »v s /wii In lit ind sb > ild pi i\t one of the most 

]njmU lit bo< Ks ( f th m is >n 1 a) i * / 

“Tins IS 111 idi d b > h b k bn tin n irr iti t t il t the f ini i f lui absoib- 

iiu? storj b”^ ui e}i witiKs, iltlnni hfuthi n )t liti n f LCidiiid 1 betion.”— < 

/ nuu > » f Juthu 

In no I irfi n f tin nuido hi f u t In n it i hn d t r * nri imt , so that 

t!i rt idei « dl oliMni j i uirn inilimtun ^ w 11 ii t ntt rt iinuiHTit,” 

L / / (sttnn JUtffto 

“ This b I 1 uilJ nidct t t tpif iI r 1 1 i ift b ) t n tin 1 1 n r Iwys of otir 
‘,chM)b J MIN b N sh nil 1 kii % tli ( IN f tin \])loni wlui >^ive thp 

n im ii ‘Anstiilii ti tin si n 1 his iidu n^ libtiiis I In book is 
wiittin in a pkasmt vtin i«» well t nj and d ni\is \Md p< juilanty "-rt 
Tfn hoo/ma>'f( / 

UNDER THE NAGA BANNER. By 

(TiAi ibs J II, Aiithoi of “shifts fiom an Kasteifn 

Qumi,”ac W ith Lif/ht IJlustiabons li^ J A\ton Symmgton, 

( rown ^ IT > b ith jrn >h hd , ^ilt cd..,i«, 4 s 

M.I ^ransftidhu dll id> i\ nu <t n ti < tilliiit Iminin tttIc*Kj buti 

the me II >w hif ni is, \ie thud • m i j i# » \ci ui uni lull of adventure 
than UIN of its piidt-f F»siT Lc / I 

“Ml Mjui‘'foid 1 in idi il st n J uut i J ) vs s/ 1 fUrr/iff Lothf^rhaiit 
In / y>f t >i( 

‘Tbt I <H)k shou', thil ’Sir AI insfoul bis 1 n itk I tin skill which dp* 
tiDtfUifiht il ‘ Sh ift fr »ni T-ii F i-it ill t «i fni}\\*lhj 

‘ Th ( .u of ’Nlaiiipn ind tin her hi i it (uinnM i and hi wife are BtiiJ 
itmiiwbaed, and it is ab int tlu pe pi uid « ui ti ii th it iw ighboarheod 
that I most < 'Citiiif' st in ius Ik cn wiiLt i ! in i ! t sOwi Mdlnyn 

“The situations m tin tab m di uni-tic dly conccned AUd 

carrud ( it, mou i utiiulailv \ih(n tin aiK ntmir 1 1 ;n< an >sh the great 
ticasuu tif Li\m in the Uttci s weird t mb lhlspa^‘■ i^t is t fpialto anything 
of Ridel Haggard Old boys as nmU >ouiig m U greatly enjoy tbitt 
thrilling re cital of dating di tds and unique ade t nturt — JJurulft' Adi u Um . 

London : John Hogg, 13, Fatornoator Bow, £.0. (5) 




M I K OR Nii'l MINU. 


hPKCIVfEX ILH'STRATION 

Iffi' From '' ycoja Banner" {3'*. C^/. BooI'h). 




■A TRILOGY OF BOOKS ABOUT WAL^ 

ITS HISTORY, LEGENDS. FOLK-LORE, Etc. 

Bx MARIE TREVELYAN. 


Jh'licafi'tl by Hrfirloufi rmisAion to 
Btr Royal tkt DUCURSR OF YORK. 


1. Glimpses of Welsh Life and Character;; 

Crown Svo., ^108 pai:;* s. \elliuii cloth, illuminated, ])ricr Gh. ; j^dlt ejocs, tjs. 6<t.' 
“Tlicro .0-0 ^Ll>llc.'- of amicnt t-noi-v- *• A 1 imlablo uttuinot, I»v mc.iiis of Booiofl 


f.tltious ,111(1 ciotoiiih, of yiools tiol rnU'^i- 
cians, of pionccih "f (Mh'-i'uI, ot ct iv.ntni* 
porsoiih, of folk-loic All' I ^hosT^, Koino ■)< 
which ill'* new tc» .uol, new i!i *ild, uic 
told in A slylo. Hpiritt-ii uIm* arc 

the pi('riirt‘'-( of 1 cli;;!'''*'- of tlic 

old WcLh Toly y/oidloiji 111 , tlm WoKli 
larmct, tho hiiiiii: hiir, iho Firtfcdut'id. 
rtiul olhi i liation.d |irodu(“t‘v .nnl iiiMltn 
tiomi."— ■SVfi'LhL/ A’t 


hVctrdu’M, pictnn-Hof Lhaiiictcv. li'gorul« atIMl 
1 and sfidics of folkdovc, 

111 i.s. ( untoiMH, luid other !oi*id chiiiacterifr 
tus anil j)i'<’iih:inti('», fo awaken KhgUflil 
intcrc.st in Uio hunl find life of Uie Oymitfc.'*' 
--2'n/O.s. 

Ciliiiipscti Ilf SVclah Lifii and Chiinitstto'^' 
h.is Ix'i'n a thi’ino of .idmiriti>f couverfiatfOM 
‘.iui'c tin* iiiHt d.iy of its .ippe'ii aned.*’^-^ 
.V<uf, Liinhlf. 



“This 3,S Dijc -if iho lu'^t I oliOL-liriljM of 

Weir'll t.llij.s we h'lve yet H(,( n !♦ 

.1 bonk, whii'h every h'Vtt nf loniiiioL’ ihould 

pun l.ane Ari.-i (i.,'d ('/< roi^ irh 

“Some of the syn'iinenf of IcK’nidarv 
hjic ,i,re of HOho id liiv: Jiitcrext. ,iiid the l,i'-t 
irt aetnallv dvamfihc in Its mUni'lty/’— 

Wcf’kif/ (, it aril. 


IkdivaUil by 
to The Right llonbtt, 
LORD WINJ)SOJii 
Lord LicuUiiaat of 
( }(amftr<jan i re. 


From Snow- 
don to the 
Sea; .snuuui:^ 

STOKIJJS ill NOBXia 
and SOUTH WAL.B8.’ 


Crown 8vo., 4-:U2 pag(|ii3| 

cloth, uuitilazonrd, prii^ 
6 h. ; gilt cilgcH, Bs. (Id. 

“WiP Ik; n-.id and rnj'>>od far hcyimtf 
the iitmtx of the rnncipiiiity."- 
J iXi, 

“ Uich in the truditioiiK, fotkdoro, 
joiiiauuea ..dill Ji liave Ix'vii woven iitW' 
stones by this aide .iiilhoreSH 
hiio/ifndtnt. 


Dedicated io the Immortal Mniujry of LRv’fJyn ap Orufydd, 

last batin' Pritif-r of Walc'i. , /v,' 

3. The Land of Arthur: its Heroes and 

} 1 ER 01 NB:S. Clown 8 \o., 4 i 0 iiagcs, doth, ilium mated, price Bb. j 
edges, On. 6 d. ,•> 

‘•Wi warmly cunmciul the b(wk (Jetil it oinn - Ontuli (.Vouur. 

“ Full of old-world loinaiKc and chivalry.” -('hinUtni Woit't. i 

Hu MapHtyae. QUKKy,~~Il,RM. the PR/yCB OF WALES,-- H.RJL 
the FRIXCBSS OF WALES,- HR. JL the DUCHESS OF YORK,-^ , 
H.R.H the DUCHESS OF TECK, have been graciously pUtued to 
accept copies of the above hooki>. 


London : John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.O. (7) 



; l^ew, Bevised, and Cheaper Edition, with Portraits, etc., price Gs. 

Thomas de Qufncey: his Life and 

.Writings. With Unpublished Correspondence. By Alexander 
H. Japp, TjL.I)., F R.S.E., Authorof ‘‘Memoir of Hawthorne,” etc. 

“The solti onp,iiial HtorchouHe nf Inogi.i. “An iuvaliiiiblo aid Htufk'iii of Do 

Information on T>o Qumocy. , . . Di. Qniiiccy luid his gonor.^tiou.” — Echo. 

wltppls to be prakod fm having oollooted ; “No doubt Dr, Jajip’w woik will now Ik* 
Irrobably rnoat tilings that ai 0 to bo known i accepted as ttie autiioriUtlve life of Dc 
^bout tho Opnini'Caier.” — ii<>Aardav Reinew '< Quinrev "—lievifw o: hcvicws. 

Grown 8 VO., cloth, prico 4s. (id each. 

1. 0-olden Girls : A Picture Gallery. By Alan 

Muib, Author of “ Childron’s Children,” “ Ijady I]t'ant3%” etc. A New 
Edition, reviHed h^y the Author. With a Frontispiece by F. W. Burton. 
“ ' Golden OirlB ’ is im i)rutty a Ht*ny as Mr. Muir has written Afheiiocu.tn 

': j 2. a Noble Name, and How it was Up- 

' ’ held. The Last Novel by the Author of “Jennie of the Prince’s,” t>i»‘ 

' A New and Keiiscd Edition. With .a Frontispiec' by 1’. W. Burton. 

‘ ' “It Is l(;ui; HUM e wi- luvu re.id anytluue which li.is i*li.irioc,d and interested as mm-e 
ManckeiUn' h'i‘niuine» ovd Tiuii'-i. 

8. Soldiers’ Stories and Sailors’ Yarns. A 

Ps^ok of Mess -Table Drollery and Reiniiiisci nceH picked up Ashf>re and 
Aflo.at, by Otlicors, Naval, Military, .and Medical. Tliird and chi aper 
Edition, illustrated by Harry ]'’urniHK, P. Maciiuoid, and 1). H. Friston. 
“We must read on till tiie last, stoiy is tinislied .'* — Oldhara Ckioaicu 

Sc'coucl Edition, revised to dati. 

4. The Makers of British India. Hi.s- 

torieal and Biographical. P'rom HlDO to the Pie.^^eiit Time. By 
W. IT. Pa VENi*<)uT Adams. With a Map and 12 Illustrations. 
(4 h. bd. ; gilt edges, 

“ Exactly till- bncik (Ini war.ttM tegoe ' tb> raain fact's Jie brought into i>r()))e; 

. to Eugli.sli seheolboys an aecrMitil ot the relief, luul nut biiru'd undoi u mass i>f 
way In wbiili (lur Indian Fhnpiit w.ih detail /"'(u ' 

' built up. Tile .story is t<iM le simple “ licsei vuig of perusal bj'cveiy Kumiunni 

■ .Iftoguaiic, without any .stuviug afhu etfect, i In India " Ahvhobiut Moratmj 

6. The Story of Our Colonies. By H. E. 

Fox Bourne. With six Maps. (4 h. Od. ; gilt edges, ns.) 

“It IB a marvoilous Htory of Bi-itisli i Boys- ioid thoir fldc'vs Loo, for that 
enterprise, (de.aily, accurately, and pica- j m.itto! — will >jc uh Interested in this true 
",9witly told Wci'klv Dutpntrh | atoiy it- in tvtion Biadford Ovgfrtv) 

Imperial IGnio., Ih*\c lied boards, price li». caoli ; gilt 3a. 6d. each. 

WITH 20 ILLUSTKATJONS, INPLUDINU A PORTRAIT OF KEBLK. 

1* The Christian Year. With Bio- 

graphical Sketch of John Keble, toirother with some Kemark.« 
upon the Influence of “The (’hnsfian Y'ear,” by Alex. II. 
Grant, M.A., Author of “ The Church Seasons,” etc. 

“Tlib* i>rotty edition is eurtehed wdth a biogrupbieal skotcli of Eoble, and is full of 
bifuriuallou uf .1 new and Interosniijf ehanicter.’ - CoviH. 

Wl'tH 5lL* ILl U.STRAl’IONS BY WILLIAM Ml IRl'MJl, R V., .ANU Poll'J'K.'MT 01' OOLU.SMITU. 

2. The Vicar of Wakefield. W'ith a Bio- 

graphical Sketch of Oliver (Goldsmith, by Henry J. Nicoll, 
Author of “Landmarks of English Literature,” etc. 

‘ “ What ci'uld I>o better, a.s a gilt, than 6old.smith'ci ‘ Vicur of Wakefield,’ beautif 
printed and iKiuud, and with Miilready’s IlliiMtiaitiuns — Scofiman. 

(6) London : John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Bow, E.O. 



* Unifonn with “Thk Badminton LiBRAiiT.'* 

Largo crown 8vo., 472 pages, cloth, with Portraits, etc., jtiie*.* 10s. Od. 

A limikd iiurnbn' o/larqt-paptr copii'sAio.thalf-inonx'co^ndf fop,pric(’ ill«. 

THE WHIST TABLE. 

A TREASURY OF ROTES ON THE ROYAL GAME. 

By “CAVBNDISll,’ (\ MOSSOP, A. C\ EWALD, ; 

CHAUl.BS IIKKVEV, 

AND OTHKK DISTINDUISHKI) I'LAYKRS, 

TO WJlIfU IS AJH>KI' 

SOLO WHIST AND ITS RULES. 

A Now iii)(l Rt'\iso(i 'Trouti'^o on “Solo Whif-1,” cout,;iining all the 

Alterations, Aflditioris, anti lnipr«)v i meiiL.'^, Mr- Akpcaham S. Wiuca, . . 
tLe Wi ll known ILoeogniseil Anlhtiiity on the ( liuiu. 

{Sii /;/'!( / >i< 1)1 II 'V A •'i M . I> I ) . ■ 

Tho whole Edited by “PoKj'i \nd 

Fiki.d-MaksHal n.fi II. 'fni‘ Piiim’k ok Wai.is and Ifjs (Irack thjh 
DrKKOK Poll! LA'' o liu\e t ach accepted a i ojn of “ 'I'he Whist Table." 

*' .Anoble vdlniin., wl'ii'l' % m| 1 nodoul.t Iw "A Imm.L Ihit sliouM lx* oii evovy chih* 

a pereiminNijiiri'i of ilolii'lii l.itU«oIf>f»1t'e>i t iblt wluoi WLiMt, is pi oil. ^San'Itty ' 

of .Old llie Venn;; p] i\ t r’l. Im M i,'oido 

to pro).. ii;ne\ . It l»io •l.il.e-. H -iiKl-.i-t' “ni.'i i' not, t.. onr knowledge, any 

in JiitAi *’hvle TIs o > also K n im -I Look i/i llo )nngii wlurli biiDgrt to*' 

tre.iLw" (III Solo Wlasi. . \|. A S Uil. gi Mk-i so nim li vond uud )jiter«!Sth»J|{ 

'I'lie bliuhng of th< Imii-I, !.■* i,mt' .ipui'ot m.dfi* on tlif of whist One (•celloh 

_ uheli ihsci inM-* nj'i omI imoition i« thi«t ' 

'* A eonipielieij'-n '• ev li s of tlu \')iuh Mi Mnihun S WiJKh d(*voto» t(».; 

game, its laws, hislotv. tsou ' nioie . und Whig Alt./gotlii i , the voluiiio in on* 

gossip, r otnpih'd I'v a v irieiv of .'jnnioiu whidi w d) •■oiue a. -i tiu.il lir all whtflt 
and i oniyiotoiit li.iiids ” Tt.’i i l»liyi.;s.’ V'///' //' -'n/./ 

HOURS IN MY GARDEN: uiifl otlier 

N.itnii Skitdits 1 \ \ II InijUiD,! RSI , Anthur ul “ Life of ‘ 
l)i f^nwitij, U VVith I Illustrations t»\ W II J liooi A W* 
Cooin, and otlnr In l»i_ troun \ , H | !..,( i, cloth, bevelled 

biuiids, piice hs _ ]1 k1»(s h *> 1 

Tlun IS I M i\ j < M 1 i e I I 1 1 tl d i' i 1 ivi m id( f’lrwott ^ 

nilnu m 1 I 1 i] I t u 1 n 1 no ( 'M n i ''<11 ui il up dl night 

vspids ti a its lojr 1 .11' tit n I ' ) j. v ifM uij o .(n nH vi miHs ’ 

Im 1 i / If ( ( / 

\i w 1 dihoii t' nipletin^' d.ith Thou ind 

WANTED A WIFE! A uf tlio 60 tb 

DiAgoofis .aid otliw '\ih^ B> John Siftwt.i WusTEii, 
Author ol Boi)L1< o Bdb\ “ Koup l,a ’ (t< , AN(iLLO 

3 Liavis, and \\\ A\ Flnn ^\lLll I’ulunal \\ia))per and 
Illubtr.itions b} F W Buiton Ciovii Svo , IbO pagf*a. 
Puce Is. 

“The opening t.ih is <in slJrc*-^sfnl in ila |Hjrtr «} al of xnibtai} liR uh it i» 
brimful of hnmoui ’ Ldf'Xhy M o/A/ 

Loudon : Jobn Hogg, 13, Paternoster Bow, EC. {yj 



Sixth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo., boards, price Is. 

Depression ; What it is, and how to 

Cure it By A. E. Bkidoer, B.A., M.D., B.Sc., F.R.C.P.E., Late 
Physician to the ITospitul for DiseasoB of the Chest. Author of 
Man a,TRl his Maladies, “ The Treatment of Oonsumi>tion,'’ etc. 

“ iJefievveH to he htufded /ur ith fiiuk:, hcilth). Uid lidiif'il .idvicc." 
pendent 

POPULAR LE(,AL HANDBOOKS by AI>MARTC iJUiMSLV, 
Barrister at- Ijaw, ProfeRH<ir of Tudian .lurisprudenct- at Kihs^’h College. 
Fcap. 8vo., strongly bound, price 1 h. each. J’crt'.i.ff fo ilaft. 

1. — Will-Making Made Safe and Easy. 

An Aid to Testators, (ientle and Simple, Male and Female, 
Alarried anti Single, Infant and Adult, Civil and Military, on Land 
and at Sea, at Home and Abroad ; with a Hreat Variety of Forms 
and Rules of Deseent of Real and Personal Property on Inte^stacy. 

. '‘Wo oau I'limrncnd ir Vjotli to tlic^t wh*j ( “ U to ho the bowl -if -.lil b<joKs ><f 

have ;jo .idvi.su ,it b.nul, aiol t<» the 1 it'J kind -.'I Un‘/ut u?n. 

country pniotitiDUor iiitusi'lt ''—/.fof j '‘P’i>r cloigyinon, too, wlio .tro often 

tine find fifvitii: , f,v .o Jouninf . iHul iipim Hinlturib tft nuKo the wills 

‘His duoc’tiouh ,U(‘i l-'-u , l'''hla\VM uii'l ’ poor v i'lsluoiiovri, it will bo vc\y holpf'il 
“Muy bf tli« TitMiis of h iv)ji(,r nunj -i It i- U'iu.ii k ibl> iduciso ■tucl cluav in its 
Uiau from Icaviiipf tli.d doibiful Ic^.u-y— j 1 iiitfu itR .oxi pna-du-al in its MiJL'XCBtioi:**. ' 
ft lawHuit." — tt/OJ’iOy ir(>;7<f i — CUU' I Until. 

2. — The Way to Prove a Will and to 

take out Administration. (.'Ontuiniug Full Instructions 'Where, 
Hoiv, and When to Apply ; witli Alphabetical Tables, Forms of 
Oaths, Ronds, etc. : Rules jfor Personal Applications ; and other 
Information required for obtaining JTobate or Administration. 

“ Contains unicli UM'ful *i)f<>niiatioii .uiaufp-d -vsitU u c.ireful le^nrd ior rfuclinoss »•( .x.'. 
eOKM A Mpeci.il fu.itvu'L* iH tliu fdfiu.s, to wliK h Tiiiu h Liboar lias Tl)t‘«n devoted. — iww 

‘‘ fcjuol* a eapit.ll i.onilL'n.Mtiou of the law and pi ictice, that no doubt solieitorH 

Will find it ronmik«ibl3' iuiuly foi refeienee " ilercwti'. 

“Exeeutois and next-of-ktn will (iud it a in-cful book ” - Lito'aiji World. 

HINTS FOB, THE SELECTION OF CHRISTIAN NAMES. 
Second edition, 176 pp., cloth, price Is. 6d. 

The Pocket Dictionary of One 

Thousand Christian Names (Masciilino and Feminine) ; with 
thtiir Meanings Explained and Arranged in Four Different Ways. 
iSF El 'ary Parfnt ahoiUd constdt thh ht/ore lUcUUmf o7i a Child's Name. 
“This will be a useful and interesting book for those who like to learn the mean inc of 
ibeir own and their friends' appellations. Parents should purchase it, a^ ii might help them 
to namH their children a little more oritiinallv than they do."—Ol€bsQnw Herald 

WITH STOTHARD’s ILLUSTRATIONS, KNUBAVEl) BY HEATH. 

Demy 8yo., richly bound, cloth, gilt edgee, 7 h, 6d. ; half calf extra, 128. 6d. 

The Life and Adventures of Robinson 

Crusoe, with a Sketch of Defoe, by Henry J. Nicoll. 

Note. — A complete, auabridged edition of Defoe 8 maflterpiece, with all the 22 
beautiful lllustratioDg by Thomas Stothard, R.A., engraved by Charles 
Hrath. These are now printed from the Origiuol Copper Plates, which 
are etill in perfect condition, having been steel-faced to preserve them. 

‘ Mr. Hogg is to be thanked for re-issuing the ' Life and Adventures of ilohinson Crusoe ’ 
with Stothard’s twenty-two designs engraved on copper by Charles Heath. Their charm is 
Irresistible, and as book prints they rank among the classics of English art Tbevare 
dsUgbtful works. The text before us is complete, and well printed in a clear type. This 
. edition is, therefore, excellent"— Aihertwum, 

(10) London : John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, £.0. 


• POPULAR COOKERY BOOKS, 

Medinia Idmo., 128 piigop, boards, printod m brown ink, prico Is. 

1. What shall we have for Breakfast?^ 

or, Everybody’s Breakfast Bot^k. (knitJiiniTi^ over IV/'i 
By AfiNKr (L .M,\TTL\m>, Author of Ti«e Afternoon 

‘ Au 111 r.itlu 1 a .;ti It'.n, nu^rrl afo i M.iUlunU b'Viii lusaj 

-nu'isU.jn try ‘ Fvt (jTliiiii: y.i i }j ivi- pUMst*. Lt is* w ■> ' ' ,>■ littMi''' 

V' 'j’lC ' .Votich- (,'n.i ‘thoiL ' ' 

DtAliratcd fo iLR H. f}u of A Ij/jAXY. 

Second iMition, f'U \ enth d'h msaiuL Med i inn Uitno., price /■ 

2. The Afternoon Tea Book. HowJ 

tv» make T* ii, , Cliocolate, Cakes, Scones, KolK Sandwiches^.: 

C'oolin*/ Drinks, and Ices. By Aoxkm C, MaiTlam^. 

A njtuhi iitil** iiiaiii’i.il ■'/' u {jnw I/vinU‘ 

Cruwn*8vn., ibO pa^'c'-', piico 1 h., stioric.;Iy b<'nii>l in linen doth. i ; 

3. The Cookery Primer for School’ 

amiUonier«i. By A<;nks C Maitla.vd. ■ ■ 

Vli- Jt<niK eout.inie One Hundred and Twenty-five Recipes /or nay 

vVUnlf'.onir I )|f lur Iliijlh fci hall' lilirr I Hi o ks ai***.it tJi«j HlK'Kt K wn; ■< - -I B’u.M , *’rloOill-* 
.1 V'.eioii^f f^onC' I 'S’f.e, ina'ii Hi** >Lf e t,., {{<.v oi ,^iM*iui dn* >J*ii't.y tml ilo the 
Al>i.i 1 Oi'olciji., P.tj.s ai'i Ini'*. •)( ‘■t Wrt\ >. . f < '<i. •j.if.j; Mcjit, IFiav n; Oi,\ik biVii^lidV 

ly, tie. Thi Cnohuv P»J\u 1 - \»iU ''e n*.ii:a \* )>' 'ibufiil in Klt’dieiiLoy !S hoyli, 

■A’ J1 IS in ‘J'lttiKe IJonii*‘.. ' •; 

Kle\*.'nth rditioi), ciovvi) 8vo , '<1^2 p]> , cloth, pjic** ’h. Gd. 

4. Dainty Dishes. Receipts coiiectedi 

by f.AiiY H iK/tinr St. tbaiK (laU* Conntes*^ MunstcrV 

Tiiirt". mil IMitloji, cr^'iwr. S»<. . L'>n pj-,, .irtistic ji.ap^r boaols, price 1«, 

5. Dainty Dishes, ('li'cp I’lini is,? 

It Ijiis K 1,1, od its t.vcjfth tV/itioij V-) ; /',i !’,« ix-jj ,l,eliy of il'S iitl'c bo-ak**^ 

‘ Wv l^iive iiircb >' •' hil./*-; 'n vSjkI. -* '/ ..oi* n i’ i’jnu 'tn'ii n Sy m *>n»i*jr<:HBi)d iuth 
*<) smul) H 'ij 'Jh‘. iKti, 

cond E-JiIk.j), 'I'enlh Tho'i-aml, ri'iv.n . 17U i'}*-' d.ith, 1». 

6. Toothsome Dishes : Fish, FjesH, 

aud Eowl ; Soup'. Saimc*-. and Sweeps Noarly One ThouHand 
Itecijio*', with Hoiischoid Hints aud othor U'^eful InformalioiU' 
Edi tfd by ( .’ a k h j k I) a v en ho kt. 

‘‘ t'lst the work foi a doinr^-ti'’ inAii.iKcr tc< luimnlt iiiid vhte'AA "—Jhn'j 
Ihe iteipcb are piain u**! A* nt’w 

(’rowri *\'>,, ! 2'* ]ia.y*-, ito.ird. . price D. 

7. The Housewife’s Handy-book. Three; 

H.itnlrid ,ui<i Fiit*’ I' cfal Every day Kicipi-^. I'y < .f. S. T.o)?iHSQN[*.; 
Auth<tT I'f “'flu Bc-st Tiling to Do.’ He. 

“An* .■c'iinj'ly vi li s'li'jAi-iiieiit t/. Ill •>) ilin.ii , '»>k iv'tu .M h.n.ii . < , 

\notlKr ,‘l.i-vs I'f im ipet- ’h i <i t j'rcp r.iti le- ijA, ^ficn' /,'*/ j>' mO'irt, 

8. Drinks of all Kinds, Hot and Cold, 

ft>r .ill Scit-^^'US T* fapii'ttn'‘j. and •> f/nnic'-.). Dy 

Fheukkiok and Seymoi k Davik>. Fcap. Svo., ]n2 pp., price Is. 

“ 'fill" !*• .1 .-apital hlth* mrinut! uunjorryus recijieK loi the “.'in ii,ir and 

wiutci .ii J li k'^, t.jlh f;iili“.h ai 'l loiei^'-ii -- ,u/ef/H. 

9. Cookery for Invalids and Others. 

page 22. 

London : Jokn Hogg, 13, Paternootor itow, E.O. (i 1) 



ILLUSTRATED NATURAL HISTORY BOOKS, 

INCULCATING KINDNESS TO ANIMALS 
WITH CfPWARDa or 300 BNOEAVlNOa BY BBWIOK AND OTHHIS. 

STFTIl AND CHFAP FDriHiN 

Large crown 8vo., r>20 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; t>ilt edges, 4 h. 

1. The Parlour Menagerie: Wherein are ex- 

hibited, in a DoH^riptive and Anecdotical form, tlie HabitR, 
Resources, and Mysterious Instincts of the more Interesting 
Portions of the Animal Oroatmu. Dedicated by permisBior* 
to the Right If on. the Baroness Hurdott-Coutts (President) 
and the Members of the Ladies^ Committee of the Ro^al Societj' 
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Aiumals. 

MB. MOBJVOOD’S KJTVR.IL lim'OBY BOOKS. 

From the Royal Society lor the Prevention ol Cruelty to Animals. 

**7 am bv tluj bjteratun (onjimthi to inform you tliat Mr Morwoorl’s books 

‘Factn.vml of Auinial Lib anti U mibrtol \.IJln'al^ ) artM alt ubvleclurcatb to pro- 
mote th»* objoctf- of tins Sotittv, and ther»lort it oui liopf* tliat tln+y will lie 

' pureliaRt-d lij all lovora of ainmah for iiriuUtion amoint youngs' porsonw, and in public 
* fxiStitutiuiiH -John Dolvjm. Seirotao ' 

Wini SEVKN’n-KI\K WOOD JCNCRAMNCJS. 

Second Edition, small ciown hvo., 28b pp , cbtUi, piici’ 28 i3d. ; gilt edges, 38. 

2. Facts and Phases of Animal Life, and 

the Claims of Animals to llumauv Tivatment. With Original 
and Amusing Anecdotes V kkmon s. MouWv>OD,lale Lecturer 
to the Roj al Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 

WITH BIOHIY-ONE ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Second h’dition, wmall crown 8\o., 288 pp., cloth, pi ice 2rt. 6d. ; gdt edges, 3s. 

3. Wonderful Animals: Working, Domes- 

tic, and Wild. TTieir Structure, Habits, ilomes, and Daes — De- 
scriptive, Anecdotical, and Amusing. By Veknon S. Morwood. 

LiivaLd &v po'wo'.flww to »it Koi/ol Slocieti/ 'or th>^ Prfvenlion of Orurlty to Animals 
SbOOM) EDITION, WUH riJ-Tl-MNIi ILLUSTRATIONS. 

12 ?^» 1 >., small crown S^o., lioards, price la ; or hound in cloth, Is. 6d. 

4. The Band of Mercy Guide to Natural 

History. An Elcmentari, Book on Zoology : Instructive, 
Aiuuftiiig, and Anecdotical. B^ A'eknon S. Morwood. 

WITH THIRTY ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Attractively bound in the Now’ and Effective Cliromatic Style (Four 
t'olours and Cold) Crow n 8\<» , 192 jip,, cloth, price Is. &d. 

6. An Easy Guide to Scripture Animals. 

Being a Description of all the Animals mentioned in the Bible, 
with the Scripture References. Numerous Anecdotea, etc. For 
Home Use and for Day and Sunday Schools By Vernon S. 
Morwood. 

Mr, Hogg is, u^thovt guestiony a specialtHi in tke art of catering for the 
literary tasus of the yonngr. '’—S hropshire Guardian. 

(.12) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Bow, E.O. 




MR. ASCOTT R. HOPE’S BOOKS. 

*‘|4r. Aflcott R. Hope now ooeui)io*i the foremost place as u writer of fiction foi the 
lOhiMlboy, and as ho nevei pnMlnces a woak book, and uevei dm.iipi>oluta his clients, bio 
jutne is always a snfficicut p lasport.”— ScAoo/ Board Crtyamcle 
friend of all Rritls^i bojM ." — Manchesia Framm^: 

WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. 

t*Mrd edition, crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s 6a. , f^lt edges, 4^ 

I. Stories of Young Adventurers. 

' WITH EIGHT JLLl STKATlONS. 

Small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, prue 3** Tid, . gilt edges, 4«. 

^ A Book of Boyhoods. 

W/TH LIGHT ILLL8TRATIONS. 

Small crown S'vo., 362 pp., cloth, pnn 3'* 6d. , gilt edges, 4s. 

3. Our Home-made Stories. 

WITH NINETEEN ILL! STRATIONS lU^ OORIV^N PRuWNE. 

Small crown 8vi>„ 352 p]»., cloth, puce 3s. Gd , gilt edge**, 4s. 

C Evenings away from Home 

A Modem Miscellany of Entertainment ft r Y( iiiig Master^ and 
Misses. 

WITH EIGHT IILISTRMTON8 

Small crown 8vo,. 352 pp., cloth, price 3*«. 6d ; gilt edges, 4s. 

6. Stories out of School-time. 

WITH FIGHT ILLUSTIUTIONS 

Small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3^. 6d. , gilt edge-^, 4s. 

6. Young Days of Authors. 

WITH IW^LLVE ILLUSTRATIONS. 

. Orown 8vo., 384 pp., cfoth, price 3s, 6d. : gilt edges 4s. 

7. Romance of the Mountains. 

WITH TWELVE ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

{8. Romance of the Forests. 

aV*}/ 1 ih(iou (»u laif/ti I*ap^i 
' ' WITH TWELVE IL! tsrK\ TIOS-v 

Crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, pi ice .Is (»d. , gilt tdgc% 4&. 

9. Redskin and Paleface: Romance and 

Adventure of the I*lain'-. 

^ *'Tltojc a’t un Imo/ks foi th it cm cumpirc vcitU Abcott U Hojk a in gcnuinu 

aufl W'.tuiction ' - Jl tf\ ^ Vi.,patdi 

r' 

> “A sci’ics 0/ exccV*nit hools for hoy'* ts /mbUbhed by Mr. John Hojy, 
— SCOTSMAN- 

t {14) London: Jolm Hogg. IS, Paternoster Row, RO. 




WITH EIOHT ILLUSTBATTONS, 

.’.Seventh Edition, crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 38. 6d. ; gilt edges, 48. 

jThe Secret of Success ; or. How to 

Get on in the World. With tiume Remarks upon True and 
False Success, and the Art of making the Rest Use of Life. 
Intorsporsed with Numerous Examples and Anecdotes. By 
W. H. Davem'out Adams, Authf)r of ‘‘Plain Living and Uigh 
Thinking,” etc. 

. " Mr. AdiiniH’fl \^ork i» hi souie rcHpwt^ umre pmctlcal tli.ui Mr. Smilos’s. Ho tfikoH the 
|||i;Uitarutioijf;i ruoro from tho world of biwuios.s and ocmimerfu, jiud their applioaiiou Ih uti- 
AlKTiUtn Journal. 

“Thoro id a hcaltliy, houoHt ring iti Itn advioi-, and. a wino disorinii nation Iwtween true 

^d ffilso duocc'dM Many a story of hu(;ci’«.s iind failure liolpw to point lUi liioral." 

rj-Mtfad^ord O/jnerver. 

** The field wbii'b Mr. AdaniK tr.ivoidei' is 8ti rich, exton “si vc and iutcrcHtiug that bid 
hookiB calciilatod to iinjiavl tnui li soutid moial ]»hil<)st>phy of .i kind and in a fonn that 

jWH b6 ftpprociatofl hy a large iitmilior of loaders The hook ih othorwi.se a mine 

bi fuiecdute relating to men who have not oidy got. on in tho woild, but whose uames are 
lUuiitrlouu as bencfaoWre to tlioir kind." - Dundee Advfi User. 

WITH TWO COLOUKED PLATES AND EIGHT PAGE I L LUSTRA TIONH. 

Fifth edition, crown 8vo., 432 pp., cloth, price Ila. 6d. ; giJt edges, 48. 

Our Redcoats and Bluejackets: War 

Picturea-on Land and Sea. Forming a Continuous Narrative 
of the Naval and Military History of England from the year 
1793 to the Present Time, including the War in Egypt and in the 
Soudan. Interspersed with Anecdotes and Accounts of Personal 
Service. By Henhy Stewart, Author of “ The Ocean 
^ Wave,” etc. With a Chronological List of England’s Naval 
and Military Engagements. 

'* A oaiiltal collection of graphic Hkrtclu*8 of T>Iunky and biilliant achiercnioota afloat and 

f shore, and has, morrovpr, the advantage of being a Huccinot narrative of hiatorical evuuta 
t Is, in fact, tbe naval and military lustory of England told in a aerieB of effuctive tableaux ” 
^JVfirUi 

**It is not B mere collection of Bcrapst and aneedotefi about our Buldieis and RailorH, but a 
history of their principal achieveiiientH since the beginning of tho war in 1793. 1'be book lius 
lUiarmB for others than lads ’’—Scotsman 

*' FoBBesBes such a genuine interest as no work offlctlon could HurpasB "—Aberdeen Journal, 
WITH EIGHT ILLGSTHATIONS. 

Martyrs to Freedom; or, Struggles 

for Natioual Liberty, A Book for Old and Young. By the 
Rev. Philip Barnes. Crown 8vo., 3s. Od. ; gilt edges, 4 r. 

'• Parents atkI teacher.s wlio desire to bnn>r up the bo^.s of to-d iy on noble lines will put 
'this book lnh> their hiunls.” - PuhLi.-.h.r'i’ (’nroinc, [Post. 

“ Its stirring inoidentK, ob well ;us lt« liistoiic.il v.duc, lUiiko it acceptable.’'— 

“There is not a dull jiago in t>io lives of such heri'cs uh ihcfut."— Jtradfo^ii Observer 
“ Wm win tlic interest and adnuration of overylMMly.” — Christian Wot Id. 

“Should be read by evei'y boy ind giil lu the ciupire (I eeirty P^afuttrh, 

The Parlour Menagerie. 3.s‘.6rf. Seepagei2. 

;• “ Among the multitude of pvhlislitrs loho wswe hooka mitablt for preaenta^ 
■Mtr* Hogg holda a high place, A catalogue of Jiin imhlication?, sampler of 
ii^kh lie he/ore contains a number of useful and interesting toorks 
jUninerUly mitahU for presentation to young people, of both sexes, and they 
)mntain as much reading at as Iowa pi'ice as any books in the market f — Pall 
^ l^jlALL Gazette. 

<16) London : John Hogg, 13, PatemoBter Bow, HO. 



F&ii) th aiul (Vt^ap EdiHm^ wth Twelve Portratln, 

Crown 8vo , 472 pp . cloth, price 3«. 6d , gilt edgfj«, 4fl. 

Landmarks of English LiteratuFf» 

By ill \KY J Nil oi I Vutboi ol ‘ Hit it Mov< inouts ” oto. 

Mi 'Niroll h 1 nrk h ih n> iiu ( i>inn Lt> >t t n i with but will lx found to hold H 
ow ri with the h st ot tl c u St i t i < t* 

Mr smlls ft<ts an otuui nliMv aiiurtl* and J is^t^l^ spfrfutlv devoid ol plU 
tentiousin H« tawilimish and iimiii t risii ligl > » 

Mt NuoIIh well atran*,ed \oluine will b< of «(nnt to lJu xtiidcn^ and lyteruiftinfl t0 1^ 
t^e neral r adt r ^ In voluno desurv* k pi us^ f< r nuui In ib> of pitipoat aa wt 1) on forcar(^ 
wotkuanahip - Sv*rtat r 

Stfond nv I ( Iif'np Ldifiov ^ 

vVtTH KiaWT POUTB\ ITS, 4()4 pp , crown S\o , cl >th piKi 3a 6d ; gilt «dgeB, 4lj 

Great Movements, and those whl 

Achieved Them B\ 111 nr> J Nuoll, Author of 
marks of English Liteiatuie ” etc 

\ useful hoik Such work Bhoull alwavp find Its rtwardinana e too huHV or tOOCIIll 
Uhs toBiarih out for itsf if tin HOin<»“ol tl i- n it dnaniri of modi rn i iviliration ** 

In mens* In m tit lit 1 < doi < 1 v ad | tOm it ilh h i book tor youiiK people 111 tlfi 
ui I tr clasBis of most sorts oi Hthools ha I I lu'^ I ( hr ni Ir 

Sicoiid edition, small ciown 'Ivo , 181 pp , cloth, ]n»tt Ba 6d ; gilt edgOB, || 

A Popular Technical Dictionary ol 

Comrairciil and (untial Information By Edward 'T 
Blakcl>, r S V v^of llic Bond of Tr 1 (h) 

Tt Rhaukl ortao i fin I a [la<« in roni | \ iilutl It addit on to out worka p£ Ik 

nurtiHl Ri hotilfl as wtll is ui>otiniLCtl u ts I mIiu ti n ss will uh to tommenlai lilfcW 
tables -Unat I Mtr ury i tun /trdi hJonnutf if ( ami»>e'tee 


Footsteps to Fame : A Hook to Open othai 

Books B> J TfM\ I itisMfii, AuUio’ of ‘ Oul and Abou%* 
‘ ITie rJontlo ok \ Nivi and Ik tisid Ijdilion, with Sevei 

lllustiations trownSvo, »30pp doth prni is hd giilodges, 44 

\n idtal b \ 8 book f it t f \ ’ ti r 

\ii adniiralle voluno to j la » in the I ^ lb intlv written volume Wdttli 
hands ol iouiik i io» li C / 1 y H t it i j umk* i m od | u >•< nl / '•itnh IVerklf/ 

Dainty Dishes. (>f/. parfr ii. 


Manuals of Self-Culture for Youn| 

Men and Wom(. n 

1 The Secret ot Success. Vt ]KtK' m 

2 Plain Living and High Thinking s.opafcc l 
1 Woman’s Work and Worth j vyt, 

4 Hood’s Guide to English Versification Hu 
^ Landmarks of English Literature, •’ci ittei7 
(5 Blakely's Technical Dictionary H»erttpei7 
Self-Help for Women s « i ij, 

TOUl* IJOOG on the tiil< page (fa pnbhcation ?v nfioa'n <t ^uarante* thtnf' 

I <iuhole'<ome and instruct tv fas weflas < ntcttainuui^an I might (agfrlyweltsomedif^ 
the most fobtidious home Mr Ih gq i^rinth nothing h* t vn rkt of a high order, VfhUt 
tn^uence Jor good is as evident ai their attuttr qrt up, and tohose piioe is U 
as their interest is deep and healthful — Oldham Chroviclb 

London : John Hogg, 13, Patornostor Kow, E^O. (17) 



WITH TWrLVE PORTRAITS. 

Crown 8vo , 352 pp , cloth, pnco Ss 6d , gilt edge*., 48 

Historic Women ; or, Biographical 

Studies of Women who have made History. By W 11 DA\rN 
PORT Aoams Author of “Woman’s Work and Worth,’ cto 

TheaketrhoB art (lurimn^^lv wntttn —F htelltr 


WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS 

Small crown 8vo , 384 pp , cloth, pnct is 6d ; gilt edgis, 48 

Few Good Women, and what they 

Teach ABook tor Girls ( vi IILRIVI M\r\ MacSoki i- \ , 
Author of ‘ Miv Lane, ‘ His Chosen Work etc 

It Wi)iil i b* Wf U f )r til 1 of Fi p,l in I if s ich liooks iv linn were more rt x \ 1)> 

10 ^1h — Metho I 4 Ilf III 

“ A Ulec gift book f i til 1 ihliif il pfi Ih Grapf ir 


IMTH JUIIir II LI STR\irON‘^ 

Fouith Editi >n Cn wn Sv tb4 pp cloth, piict- ts 6d , gilt cdgi«, 4 h 

Exemplary Women : A Record of 

Feminine Virtues md Aihicvcments (abndgfdfiom ‘ Woman 
Work and Worth ) By W 11 DkiiNPORi Ad\ms 

r**The (jualiflentiOQ i an 1 n 11uf*n« e of wonii u lUF rt 1 1 ni lit res of lift art (let tiled aurt 
itrated Lvnoiitta of tli« liveh of iimuy w Ijo h tve b tii d ti r,uiHlje 1 in various j ositioiid 
._Jwar 

Second Edition with Fi^ht En.jraxiiigs aftt r Ct U brittd raintcrb 
Small crown 8vo , j9i pp , cloth, pticc is 6ci , gilt edgcH, 4 h 

’he Church Seasons. Historically 

and Poeiuallv lllustiatod By Aifxandfr H Grant, M A , 
Author of “ Half Homs with our Sacied Poets,” cU 


Grants scholarshii h ondornel In autbonttea . 

■ f bla tn atuitiU ho imi aitml that Ins work baa bi t n | mm il alik( bj < 7 ur h J imri heti r i 
Irtckmun Frenmn and \i « i t n f No winds of oum i^ould WUer prove the catho 
"r of a moat Instru live tudxaluablt work -letfihrouvh A r 


luH method is enod, hia style clear 
' \ (1 ur n Iimf'i 


Il I L '.Mv \ 1 1 I) 1 'I \ It noi ( UroN \M> OllII i 'i 

Croixn Sx ) ''7b n , cl th, j uct ds bd gilt Ldg* , 4s 

^Rcwal Children. By Julia Ll irp a New, 

^ Rovisod, aud Che iper Edition with full pigi Illustiitionh 

“It IS p, bu l(Hk lut 11 Pit- IS 1 t I dull disapi oiLtini. j afcx in it —A ''thfrn Da y 

“if tdei» 18 one tl in \ovo „ i ffl liki U is iLa Imj, about \ou il 1 kin.,s and (jucens 

J*^tnmkt historj an lilt rt«tin .<torx / xr II Id 

until abu-kUiu / f / ( I L I > il 1 1 nfn ( I'^ti r » n 


*<* The ywth oj toth 'inxift ayt undir dtep ohhqations hy thr pubhrafion of 
inttustiiuf aiid atUaitut \olnmn It if, a great oh^ut to 
the young to the hahitiiaf proiticr of itodmg That lan only ac 
iphshed tn/ patting tydo thi ir h<md's hookn ithich int^nre^t and amvMe 
and at the sami time furnish them with unefid knowledge, and lotth 
of a moral, judicious, and ^eimhle chmacter, calculated to be 
to them as they adiance xn yrar«t. ’’—D undee Courier and Arous 

) London ; Jolm Hogg, 13, Paternoster Bow, £.0. 




WITH ONE UrNDRFD ILLUSTRAtlONS BV GEORGE THOMAS, 
FNORWFn BY W. 11 . THOMAS 

Large ciown Hvo , f)12 pp , cloth, [mce 38. Sd , gilt edges, 48. 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin; or, Life among tli« 

A Talc of Slave Life iii Ainenca Bj TIakrIES 
Bliihi r Sti>am With a Biographical and Critical ^ketclj 
of the Author (ac companied h\ Vignette Portrait and Auto- 
graph) l>;y A I L\ U. .1 \Tf*, LL [) 

The ar« from the Oiiginal Wood Bloiks (now m poasenmoik oi 

th< Pubh htr) iiljuh ivtr< pr^paitd at f,nat <<Ht Mi frtorgo Tbomw'i bavimf 
1 1 up" i HjK < ijil visit til \iiKTif u so ii \ to Ik m cm ili m (h tiiii and lo( al coloarlng. 
11 IV Win oiigiiiHlh as(fi ni tin iditi n imhlisln d hv N ilhiimid Cooke (///?< s^raf^ 
J ih \t vliflnt ml's)! uhuh IS iniw » -.< un ( hook 


Large crown 8vo , 402 pp , cloth, piict ds Od , gilt odgefl, 4« 

The Pilgrim’s Progress. In Two 

Part'=' Bv John ILnvan \^th Bihliographical Notea, 
a Life of the Author byRonERi ^otjthi \ , Porti ai t and AutO 
graph of Bln^an, and Thirt\ Wood Engravings by W 
H 'U\ r> from tin Onginal Bhuks The Text in large typf. 

Vii ex Ih rpliuonofHu rnit lilfLori It conturis Southev s Ufn which nertMljll!! 
«Uu Is tlrst t jr lit* inn imrit /* <1 Man Go ett • 

< ostln-ieditlcr i aiL *)ii suh hut inui nrixiund with inou t Hit tlAnlhlsoiu — 

\ real Ht n 1 ha' h< < n nr dered lot tu >hc w ho w iut a thorouKhly readable coiiy 
liluniiis I ropiuis / */ tv H i.) d 

rhi ♦*htion Ills 1 M (.1 tioiial ilamiR unon publu favour The kite i» 0 €t laurmv'i 
hiowraiihv n ii Ins h si 1 1 vn r whlh Ii id* v h i ffn tivi w»odruts arc lu themnelyMt 
fe.ilurt, ot MTV (onsid»i d i* nil itstto lov*o of hritinh art Ju tin luatUr of tvtiourofifi] 
and j(tneralto*t upthc i» i nut Is lu i v* rv i« si <** tsuiKrior to tin orfkiual i diiiou. aud thelOf 
1 rn at wliftli the liook is \ ubliHhr t slu ul I temi t many to obtain a t opv -Oxford 7Vwi<f. 


VMIU TWCIVK iribSTIlATlONS BV IHOMAS BTOIUARU, BA, 

AM> A poRfitAn or JUtrOF 

In oui vnliiim riz pp , large ciown 8\o , il ith, puce % Od ; gilt edgo», 4i| 

The Life and Adventures of Robinson 

(Jrusoe, of York, Manner With an Account of tiis Ttaviall 
round Three Paits ot the Globe 

iSS' A u/}a ^>7 itfjt d Eddion of hath Parts, viti no turlmlment of tin 

“ Fu/tlar Aduntuifis 


It ba^ even ff iluie for bt'iomlnp lb* boj h favount* iditlon of ‘ Itoblnson CrusoS. 

Srb y */ fi n> I < fin tu h 

‘ Thm handsoiiit volume t nnot fall torouiunaiid an vjUmivt* sale ItcoiitainH both para 
of the iuimorial h* ro s i hti tur s an*l is lb* lefoii juoiu rlv atvli d a i oinoleli' eultioiw M 
portrait and britf M< 100)1 ol Dtfoejnrf ♦ d^H his tale —Man hrstei d frklyV »Ht 

IhiH iditiou of bovlioodn cl issii will tiki rank auioiu, tin* iKSt bOF 

read Roumson c ruso* an I will If he hafs the < hant^, i*n*l no lietti 1 1 opy < oulci be providMl 
than the one publisiu-d b> Mr Huah —Wediyan Mflhndmt'siintoy'stn ol Mayanne 


\ NEW BOOK FOft BO\S WllH IWKItE If 1 T SIK M IONS 

SetU crown bv^ , 'i5h4 jjp , cloth, piu' 8s hr! ; gilt edges, 4«, 

Master Minds in Art, Science, ani^ 

Lettei'- A Book for Bo^k B\ W H Davenport 
A uthor of “ The Secret of Succe'cs,’ ou 

“ aitlllvdl / adapted to the capac it5 of the y j ing reader ■— fiatwrday Review 

“ Mr, John IJogq is always successful %n. producing an attractive, array a 
hooks for youthful readers^ . , . and wc might to add, tfiot ail kt 

puhlications are prettily got up,” — Bristol Mrrccrv 

liondoii : John Hogg, 13, PatemoBter Eow, £.0. (19) 



WITH KIOHT IliLUfiTBATlONB 

Second Edition, crown 8vo , 384 pp , cloth, price Sb 6d. , gilt edges, 4s. 


The Ocean Wave: Narratives of some 

of tho Greatc'-t Vf \ivcs, Seamen, Disfo\eiics, Sbi}n\iecli8, and 
Mutimcrt ot the Woild By JTl\r\ Author of 

“sf)iu Ri fh o its imi Blueiai Voth, ’ etc 

A dcHuhtful n larnf f i(lv*nt»irL I lIcHioiis inrl iTinlnntit im** ontlinp up at;,ainRt 
hsit^DTeadili ts< »i>»h ain) iinmiDtuI di^asttm vhilc tin soiiili hi i." uiiil iht' uoith lUc etiuator 
mdthepolofi an all broui^ht to iinlut Ifdlodh^ri >fi r f 

A tlm)UL,h tin ati on ttii i in lniiU d | ra>tr ( j,>i( t would not Burt asfl in inttrt*8t thr 

jSlCVemoiit ot tluHt n irratj\ts from Humtimr ink*! < l £dtn Ividk in dirk i urplt* of 

tLt iron coant o' \o\a / » mbia *'/i Jh Id Jn I p mltnt 


WITH EIGHT JlirMTRATlOVS BY FllANK ABILI 

Laret crown 8vo , 422 pp , cloth, price 3a bd , gilt edgeh, 4 h. 

The Adventures of Maurice Drum- 

more (Royal Maiiiios), by Land and Sea By Lindon 
^ Mladows, Author of “ Whittlings fiom tho West,” ‘‘ College 
Ref oiler tions and (^hutch K\peiien(€‘8, ’ eh 
> “ Tt IQ almoRt equal to Iwiibiiison Crusoe 
Jiidt }it n U nt 

" If IB Uioroiii hly h* althv not poody in 
foe least In Hhort nist hu< h a b )ok as ou« 

W^ld wish to |d w I in the hundh of a pure 
ipWMlef* ... 


„_4ided hi^h spirited bo\ 
miardian * 


- A Atn fh 11 1 


%\fc an inclined after inuih dclibera 
ti ni tocallittlu best benk for boys ever 
writti n < i r it in I adcr 

It wonl 1 bi H. |>it\ It thi merits of such 
islorj wen lost in Hit crowd and wre trust 
It will nciUi the iicoLmtion which is its 
due AHnUtyi Dadif -r r ^ Hie*? 


^th Kroutiapiocc , miiuiII cr 8\o , i'ii pp , cloth, pnee 38 6d , gilt edges, 4 b 

^he Glass of Fashion: A Universal 

Handbook of Social Etiquette and Home Cultuie for Ladies 
and (lentlomtn With Copious and Piactical Iliute upon the 
Manners and Coremonios of every Relation in Life — at Home, 
m Society, and at Couit Iiitoispersed with Numerous 
f Anecdotes. By the Loi nolr in Siicitry 

* The most sr nsiblc tiook on t tionette that we remember to have seen —Pall Mall Gaaette 
" Useful sensibly written and full of amusing illustrative aner dotes - Momma Fast 
^‘Creditable to the pooil sense and taste as well as to the spei lal information of its author 
tr^l^AOraph 


WITH F1\K WOODCllS, ILLUSTRATING “THE HAND OP GOOD POIITUNK,” ETC 
Sixth Edition, crown 8 n > , 304 pp , cloth, pnci 38 6d. 

Your Luck’s in Your Hand ; or. The 

Science of Modern Palmistry, chiefly according to the Systems 
of D^Arpentigny and Desbarrolles, with some Account of the 
Gipsies B> A R. Craig, M A , Author of “ The Philosophy 
of Training,” etc 

" The glove makers ought to prest nt the author with a service of gold plate He will be a 
nibh man who lets am bmii see his bare hands after this W e arc anxious to find a lost pair 
«( «loves before wc i,o out for a breath of fiesU air after suih an exhausting study as Ibis 
iKiOi; has furnished us and ludhfrham Iiuhpendfnt 

‘Palmisti^, chiromancy and their kindred studies may be mystical indeed, bnt never 
tAnwarthy rhere is more in them than the mass imagine and to those who care to wade into 
them, Mr ( ralg will prove himself a < apital guidt — Afancheifer Weekly Fott 
, Gives the fullest rules for interpreflng the lines and marks on the hands, fingers, and 
'WriStA, as well as thi lailnts of character indicated by their shape —hookteller 

V A^tn fury bool which Ml. Iloyqha^ ^ent m thia v)tkavf to 27ra%8f 
pM typography, Iht paper, and tht strong h\U aim ornaminial binding ,** — 
^H^cussTkR Weekly Post. 

i ~ 

^*^0) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.0 



WITH KFOHl ^LtC8TRAT^0^a 

Fimrth edition, crown 8\o , 'J&2 pp,, cloth, pntv. 3'. 6 1 , gilt edge«» AH. , 

Boys and their Ways: ABookforantj 

about Hojs. By One Who Knows Tithh ^ 

Tlictihlo of conUutv Ijtp f f fuj, ik will it idor tlio bo^ iti(A> whrutu hMk(| 

this >k filln ov« r to tiijoy tlio fi xst prt] iit I f r Iniu Wx vmtiuo to predic^t 

thiH chvriniufj bo jk l p piilinty o pul to ^lU Help N > bitUi Rift umlfl bo piit&ij 
b(x> (I huudR lu 1 it will btcxiac a wit It f o thi Hiboo^ Libraiy 


n 0,/d 

* It IS I bo> h IXK I 


f tbo b< st kIjU Alter / e i f n rntfl 


WITH TIGHT IILI SJnAIION<* 

Thud tdition, crown ‘iio , 3' 2 pp , cloth, juu e 6il. , jfilt edges, 4i. 

Girls and their Ways: A Book for and 

about GirK J?y One who Know^ Tm m 

Itaiiusbiji ii iMl lot flu mark —I it rir^ H , rl / 

"A loiiv llhi, « ' b<Hik> Is civiii IhiH lor hIiuIi anil in usi int nt I iilK but If selected 
care and wiblumt prt ukIu t uml hIhiuI 1 ) rr \« a ^rta hh isUtm to girla in doubt what JH 
rtad li IS i beiisiNU and wiilwrittiti b )ok *uli of inforinatioii and wholMOm 

tboiuhtft f< T in 1 about irle SI /um f/ii/f ) 

[loiui dufii s ai itiS| iiieut Moiial f liiiiis and ai ni i»riu1i bliratiiit are Rubjectk 
aivdy tn ated at d to at <1 with botli knowli d( t atui houi d jud„ij » 1 1 t*nU Mall 

wnu I K IIT I 01 II \I IS 

/)( ifira/t i l)y fit tmissmii tu //i( /it Iloh M I (» I A TjON M P,, 

Sivtli edition, trow n S\o , tS I pj» < loth pii<» 'Is (id ,,dt edgea, 484 " 

Plain Living and High Thinking ; ofi 

PtiitMtl Silt f'ulluic Moial Mujlal and Ph>sicfJ By ^ 
II hwiMoi r \iithor oi ' '’J'Ik »S^n<tid SuruHws/’otit 

** W 1 hk th tlni 1 hwivir Mil I tlr 4d*)iH di i v \ ]*i silliullun Moral M81 |m 
anillltvenal iIis<J m ti t (ux tl i ourhsnyttl boun iti< ax I (I nui lulalton bi^inm 
partnt and I hiU i sic. uillv laluibU nowidaiK H< 1 1 it only anawi ra the QUMUjjl|| 

' iri lift’ worth 111 lue in a uiont tiluini li ml albiin itiif hrtifi W 

* LiookH tor ^ niiiiL iinii an loiiHtunti) luiHiiiic eon f if tlx in Rr iiidne. eameiiU 
UHi tul and m u \ of tin n nn n i rodui h i lb in i f book i lakin^ S\ i have idaaanirftu 
sa^iii t iittbi Iniin b\ Mr \ ' mn diurne totaki itn Ini rnonx tin Ii< at of tbft |tin| 
Tuentioiud < iahs it i In U inieristin vat d and iluv« <ib full of lOmiuouHMMlIf 
niinhfis-ani i btpriiniib Inuni i ut J 

\i)UUr, tuin vvb I wikIi t< tnak hoiiii tlihiK of the uhcIi s nhould inv> bI tieveti elap(fh08li*it 
thin io(i«t valuat b volunit > t nd Ii > d 

A better book of tlu oIbsh in all rt si 1 1 ts wi ba' ( seldou ha 1 the i b iFuie to sotioe. , 

‘ . .. . Aiinth/v ^ 


nd I 

l M| K t 

We cannot too vtri ni.iv tccoii in# iid it to j* un, 


\ 'if < A 


Medium 16iu I 


ilbd txaids, Jilt tdms, int‘jh Av<*d, 4 12 pp , price $8# 


The Birthday-Book of Art and Artisttp 

Ofrmpili d and Pdited by K*- J li 1 1 ntori xVf>aM 8, UdiilM 


.'ompil' 
ot ‘ Ko'^l Leaves, 


Flowei and Leaf tU 


t? 


" lew of tb# Miflpile vanity of birtliday 
books bait bin t»ii id irn u iuci niouHlv 
or to ziion ustful purpost tl uii this wbb b 


oukIiI l<] HMure a lar^e nhare of tho 
lirlty lau i ed o'l themt pretty uuuii 
f/i mi H^r dd 


Ascott R. Hope’s Books. !» \'>ls. 3s, 

bet jHiye U t% 

“ Mr Hoqn m q /amo»H raiertr in tlu way of hooks for youth, AU Aj 
bookft an txnllfj.f of their clastt , thty ar* amply xUmtralid^ and it see/fftfi d 
thowih Ml Hotjfj hint rtsolvtd to he the npuuil taferer m heaUhy 
for the yomufiter^j and hu puhlualtontt art vodi adapted to the vanowtuf*^ 
of youth of both sexeM ’’—Indian Daily News 


London : John Eogg, 13, Patorncster Bow, E.C. 


(’ 



PROVERB STORIES FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. 

crown 8vo., cloth, 256 pp., with 36 Illmitrations, 2». Gd. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

fefevery Cloud has its Silver Lining, 

and other Proverb Stories for Bovs and CJiris. First Series. 
■, • By Mks. Riddki.l, Dovgla?, M, J. Grf.i k, and otberc. 

crown Svo,, cloth, 256 pp., with 33 llhi^trations, 2s. 6<1. ; -‘dges, 3». 

^ne Thing at a Time, and other 

I*roverb Stories for Boys and Oirls. Setamd Sei’ic*^, By Btdel 
i,; Ooxox, Mrs. Doi-glas-, Maoamc CoLoy.r, *ind o!:bfr Antliors. 

‘^CaiiSt.iljw'iixhodkf., \villi inns- '■ . In jv prlw." 

— Srhflof Board Ci'hoai.-n' — Ytrkt U»~tth | « m- VL/d, 

1*heHe voiumcH lire ?oij LitPv- ■ Tliotougnlv > ' V, /.-r 

World. 'tVc-11 judbii^kly u,!d. * - !'r t MAL 

'X, The fitoritF,iTf‘f!:(Mior.illy t‘\c'cl'i*T»t mid [ uiti 

j'/aro piontihdJy illnstniccd.''^ .svoG'mf/i "Tlii. vlv ' :;A ~ lii-iV* -j iv..,;,'*. 

5. ' WITH SIX rOUTBAIIS. 

^.-Second edition, smail crown 8vo.. chdh, 288 pp., puce 2,s. od. ; g>It 38. 

iPlodding On; or, The Jog-trot to 

ff. Fame and Fortune, llluhtrated by the Life-Storie.s of GE iiuiE 
Peabody, Bobtcht C’hwibers, T. Brassky. and others. By 
J'V Henry (Jvrwen, Author of “ A ilistory of Booksellers/’ etc. ’ 

„ "‘A Bplondid >M)ok f<ir hoj-. .rod yoMj^r iru'ii, On v.,iy I'l 

'-‘‘tjiwto hftvo triniiJphfd f u )v ih*-ri(!\.ii.t.ipc‘,-., .»>>d ..mv.'d ^ 

ample wealth hy 4', net jiei^evt t.nur m tlic jiath nt d'jtj 10. ' , 

|/' Small crown Svo., 288 pp,, cU>th, jirice 2s. (id. ; gdt -.dk"< 

fThe Shoes of Fortune, and other Fairy 

\ Tales. By Hans <’URiSTiAN Andersen. With a Bicfgraphical 
Sketch of the Author, a Portrait, and Twenty-seven Illn.stra- 
ly tions by Otto Speckter and others, 

{• "Thla beautifully illustratod oditimi of AtulerHeu'f- oxi^uifiito stories in f- iti; to be a 
|'<lav<mrito wiili all young ])eople who btromo it.M fortuu.ite poftbefebuyn Ti.e biogr?.pl'icrti 
; .«liEatch 1 m iuimlrably written . ShtiffUUl PiuUpr’ytdoti. 

Small crown 8vo,, 288 pp., cloth, price 2b. 6d, ; gilt edges, 38. 

iFar-Famed Tales from the Arabian 

b, , Nighus Entertainments. lUusirated with Seventy-eight woi.>d 
/ Engraving.s, and carefully revised for Young Headers. 

\\ ^‘Tho print hs good, there U •» j>ridnsion of goo«J illustiiitionp. ,i:id the voi..n.e m.\y be 
rocoinincndud as well Rupplying an acknowledged w iur uf .1 selection <>1 the 
Mioat titular of the stones from the ' AmbiJiD Nights,’ in afoim fit for cliildisL reading." 
;:^V^iffteard(an. 


Pacts and Phases of Animal Life. 
Wonderful Animals. ' 2 fi. 6 d.each. Seep<tgel 2 . 

peculiarity 0/ Mr. Jfogg is that all his puhUcafion'i haw a healthy 
|j \al tonCj mo^t of them arc emincafiy calculated beneficially *0 xtn^ 

^ minds of both sexes. Commercially, the publisher attache to them 
I w modest value ; merUaMy and morally, the value cannot fjc estimated .'" — 
f ' JptNdHiRB Free Press. 

Xpoadon : Jokn Bogg, 13. Paternoster Bow, E«C« 



Hocoad Edition. 

Crown 8vo., cloth (4 colours and gold), price 2 b. dd. ; gilt edgeSi 

Brave Little Women. Tales i.f the He: 

of Girlfi. Foundedoti Fact, Jiy Makhi Tuevmlyan, Aathj^.4 
“ The Spectre Hoatiiuin,” etc. lilustrat'^d bj W. H, PETHE|ili| 

will Ik' vi,oU-niu«';l .vl tivurj- 


‘ Miiy be bl.v< (,*1 ill tlx) tirst v-iiik .is a 
b-eii; f«ir y foWi " I!> mil* 


5-lijftl ti /'ii lr))if!i(<iyt 


Orowu S\o,, clollj ^'1 coU»urs and iroldj, jjnee '.is, Gd. ; gilt edges, 

Ada Norman’s Trials and Diffi'culties 

A Story for }iy M. Skvmottk. Author of ‘^Dethroni^i 

“Two and Two,” v\c. With llhistnitions by O. L. ThomaAA’ 

''A'i.i i ;Mi! . Tl't. uutius ih lull xi v.ilnKblo farm 

IC.l'lll‘5’ L. In nr I Jliw/o LM 

' V sploixii'l bu-(k. , It 'liMMVes a furi'iiiMst lu • bool hbrnty," — 

.Second ( liition, ciown ^vci., cloth, Iwt-llod boaidH, price 2a. 0d. " ; 

Fortunate Men: How they ma(^ 

Money and W'on Jimiown. With Poitnotof N. M. ile KothschU^ 
‘ Tin* real value of its < ontmih < oumwis in it» assertuis* tla* i Imin.s lo r»i8i»ypi of vlldiAli 
^ u as (lerHewtaiu <*, nn liunl aiaf i>un< (.naliiv, winch art oft . <11 cotilemptuoURly trt;atciaiM 
are i»)\aiuable, wlu-ilu t lor nialtinK nionev oi.whu h is ituieb uiurti iiiiportiUiV'^ 
forraatUdi of t baraclej \\ r wihit tha ootiV tflfc-unw fhinJil 

Thore ure nans.'ij.'es udmojk these ht)*‘itnais tthnlt lire woitlw to be iTiaerW^ed in 
tverj jjlat t of bur(inc's*i Kvuri' >ouriK in'iii uiav read this ht>ok with proUt Mtvifd .4)1 

‘ ' A 

VMin Til 5 ft n ibi.FrtiiwTioNs. *V;/ 

Crtovn 28^ pp., cloth, pidcc 2.i. fid. ; ^oh ''(Igt'a, B'l. 

The Burgomaster’s Daughter, and othi^ 

Stoj-!cs. Hy W. II. ti KiNfi-n'\, M. K ORRTKr» 

( ifocKi oiMi, and uthiTs. Wiih Three (oilomcd Six Ft^ 

p.iLO’ Woodcuts, and Twciitv-fuo’ lllusi ration's tn the text, ' 

' \ < apita) hook lor l»otti bo)** and ” sbdxMW’ri/ ir.i>( /tuvl-M'/b 

MITH TnillTY-FOia ILl.rslllATlONbS ,1 

(’idwii 8vo., 288 })p., cloth, price 2 n. Gvi. ; gdt '‘dgeB, 3«. 

Gilbert’s First Voyage, and other Stori^ 

IJy M. C. TlAnri AX, Thomas Mii.ukk, FK,iNns K. Wood, 
'ilhers. VV'ith 'rhree (Joloured Plates, Six Fail-page Woodc^^ 
and TweniV'bve TlliiMtration.s in the text. V,'* 

' \ jdcjasant voluiiie. In wlin.Ji vounK'iters will find a ’uneli 0 / ciUfeiUirnj#.Kt.'V m 

lhr)iLix:J/‘ _ ^ 

ILUrsHCATl!.!) 10 C. A. l)<<TbK V; 

Crown Svo,, 28.-) pp., cloth, price 2 .'h, Od. ; edgua, 3«. 

The Steady Aim: A Book of' Bxainpleg 

Kucouragemcjits from Modern Piography. Py W. H. Ba^ 
i’ltBT Adams, Author of “ The Secret of SuccesH,’’ etc. A 
Revised, and Cheaper Edition, lllinstrated by C. A. DoyLIL 
' splendid rcatlinu "—I.itrrorv Wur irl - 

ILLUSTKATiCD BY GKdKHK IIIIUIKSIIANK. 

Crown 8vo., 256 pp., cloth, price 2 h Gd. ; gilt eclges, 3 b. ■ '§1 

Out and About: A Boy’s Adventun 

By J. Hain Friswell, Author of “ Footsteps to f'ame,” etc, 
Revised, and Cheaper Edition, Illu.strated by George Crniksi 
“ It can hold its own as a bracing, spirited. excitinR, and inalructive IV- 

(Tiirunicl#. , . ... 

London : John Hogg, 13, Patornostor Ronr, E.a 



IffiW AND CHEAPER EDITIONS OF POPEAR BOOKS. 

, ^ Xd Kev ftod Handsome Cloth Bindings, 2s 6d each , gilt edges, 8n each 

'*t'he Habits of Good Society: A Hand- 

book of EtKiaottf for Ladie** amiOentlenieu With Thoughth, 
Hints and Amcdotcs concerning Social Obstrvanccs, Nice 
Poinljs of T«istf and Good Maiiutrs, and the Art of Making 
One’s Si If Agrot ibk The whole intcrsptraed with Ilunn)roiis 
Illu‘AtrationH of Social l*iedit imoiits Remarks < n the llistoiy 
and (Jhangea of Fashion, and the Difforencts of English and 
^ Continental Etiquette 

'J^amous London Merchants : A Book 

foi Ro> 8 By il 11 Fo\ Hoi unf author of ‘ En_>lish 
Mtiihanta “English Si imen uudci the Tudois itc V\ith 
* Twenty four Illustrition*- 

Watchers for the Dawn, and other 

Studies of (^hrihti 111 ( h ii u l« r Mis M I* TjI oi o, author 

of “Putuus of Uiroib and Lessons from thtii Livts^ etc 
■*’ With llluytiatiou bv James Godwin 

Adventures In the Ice: A Compre- 

hoiiHue Sunnn 11^ of Vittu Exjhiition l)isu>vii\ and Adven 
fun luoluding t v{k in m i s ol t iptim P* nm the \ct(iiii 
Whalei, now hisr pnllishid Bv John Inioi-'0\ author of 
“Stone 8 of th( W Us,' ‘ Our ( iitilKd \obiUt\,’ <tc Witl 
Poitiaits and otbu Tlhisti ilions 

Pioneers of Civilization. 15\ John Tuloi'.on 

Author of Ad\pntuu s 111 tiu be c ti A^viw (hciperai I 
lloMstd Edition with n Additu u il t hapn With Llcvi n 
lUusti-ations 

CoNUNfs Hk. boWiti Jlu AiUii tuifr llif Lxplorcr The 
Man o( Itau llu iiaiUi Itn biltUr Ihe Misaituiarj — 
Beout Piomirs 

Small Beginnings ; or, The Way to Get 

On A At w and (Jht anil Ed I lion With Eight Illustrations b^ 
0. AI)o}Ie 

From tht muin si)riiii,s tlu oik thspise not the ii8\ of small things The 
Mographual skit hts ulieittd m tim voluint jho\^ It* whut htiglits the eiri < st 
Buny ttspin fiom the liumldtst luginuing'* ToJui \VoIt«r from a piint»i 
kppnutiLe nsts to bt pnppinti r of Th h u Jholhertou from a fatioiy b>v 
ait Hs tt ribitcUd imnib i m tlu llousi of Commons Ibt otlur ixiin]>li.s 
Epctadi- Sir .Tamsitjio Jijt.(biio\ (noigt Hciiot Mtilgituod and Minton 
John Lt\d<ii 1 raucis Drakt Dupuvtreu, Lafitte, Montgomery Brtguet, 
U)d David M'llkio 

)|9r T/ie 2/6 Sf^nes uou) 2G IWh , ^ee ClaS'^nud Conttniff^ jj 2 

Mr Jlog<f \s fo hi i.07igratulated on Un htaUky moial tone of h* /wWtta 
KS> C 11 SllHvlfiON 

^^£84) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Bow, E.C. 
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In crown 8vo , ‘288 pp cloth, price *28 6d , gilt edges, 8e» 

WITH rHRBB COLOUHEli PI MBS, SIX ilLLPAaifi WOODCUTS, AND IWENTT 
ILIUSIRAPIONS IN IHK IKXT 

Phil Thorndyke’s Adventures, and other 

Slones By V M Wiiirvuam, E M Piplic, Lady (Jhahi m 
T riywr, aud others 

^*AbndJ^ft.t Hmii ibly < drulatedtoh 111 ‘ Vn c\c«.lUut tjllKtiou 11 k volume 

younger roadtrH hi)eIll)Oinl — lo Is/* < | dcfcorvth to have i largo eiile — DumU* 
Pint I ^ 

In crown yvo 2'^ii pp , cloth, piict 2s fid , g It tdgcs, 3s 
WITH THHEB COIOUKED 3 LAIKH, SJX 1-LLL PAGE WOODCLTH, AXD IWXNir 
TLl T SlKAlIONb IN THK lEXT 

The Story of Herbert Archer, and other 

Talcs By Lady CiisKi is TinNNL, Am\ Ki Mis 
Gk and others 

** Well flunh* 1 with cMiai KI t with i | Ucurltu 1 ni lo ittiiirtivo by go)d 
hisloih il tloiutiit ka I t j illuHtrjLti ns 4 Len Mini / 

A HANDBOOK OF BEFEBENCE AND QLOTAIION 

Mottoes and Aphorisms from Shake- 

speare Alphabetically arianged , with a Copious Index of 
9,000 References to the infinitely varied Woids and Ideas of 
the Mottoes Any word or idea can be traced at once, and the 
correct quotation (with name of play, act, and scene) had 
without going f uitbei Second edition, fcaj. 8 vo , cloth, piicc 2 b 6d 
**Tbe collection is, wc bf lleve uni jue of itj kind - Ortord Inut <t 

‘‘The writer who delichts now and then to embtUmh h s produitions by some of the well 
pointed and telling luotioes and hi horifims from ShakeHi care has here h most \a)uable b(. uk 
^ referem e ~ York i/i i r< 6 « tie 

fourtli edition of v ntw incl cnlaiged edition, fcap 8\o , cloth, pnu 2 b 6d 

A Practical Guide to English Versiflea- 

tion, with a Compendious Dictionaiy of lUomes, an Examina- 
tion of Clissivdl Measures and Comments upon Builosque and 
Comic Veise Vers de Soci^t^, and Song Writing By Tom Hood. 
^ *' A dainty little book on > in^lish verse making. Ihe Du tiunary of Rhyiues will be found 
pHe of the most i omplete and prattu al in our language J' '•tenuin 

“Alike to the tvro in vcrHibim, the student tf hterature, and the general reader, this 
puiae can be i onfldentlv rei om mended — s» ts nan. 

Bed Lmo Kthtion (the Fourth), with Illustrations, quartes price 21a. 

CABEFULIA KLMSED, WITH N UMKKO I S EMENDATIONS 

The Directorium Anglicanum: Being a 

Manual of Directions for the Right Celebration of the Holy 
Commumon, for the saying of Matins and Evensong, etc , ac- 
cording to ancient uses of 3ie Churcli of England. Edited by 
the Rev Frederick George Lee, D C.L , F S.A. 

“ The existence of one sue b work of credit and reputation must do sometbing to diminish 
yarietiea of Ritualism into which the tastes or studies of independent exi^orers might 
IgMtheim —Guardian _ _ _ 

Crown 8 VO,, cloth extra, bevelled boards, price 7s. dd 

The Manuale Clericorum. A Guide for the 

Reverent and Decent Celebration of Divine Service, the Holy 
Sacrament, etc. Abndged from the “ Directonum A^licanom. 
With Additions of S pecial Value Edited by Rev. F. G. Lee. 

(26) London : John Hogg, 13, Paternoster How, RO. 



NBW HANDBOOK OB' D0MB8TI0 MBDICINIl, BTC. 

Otowh 8vo,, 493 pp., cloth, price 6a. 

Man and his Maladies; or, The Way tgi 

Health. A Popular HandlxKik of Phyniology and Bomostic 
in Accord v, ith the Advance m Mt dical Science. B> A. K. 

E.A., M H , B Sc,, F R C.P E , Author of “ J)ep« ^sion/' etc. f 

Pakt I --THF SCIKNOE <>F MLDiriNB;, ^ 

I'VKT II -THE VllT OF IIFAUNO , H 

Tills is ui t xcclli'lit b lok which ouftht 


iKht 

olU 


to 1)0 of great value lii tlio h nuh uf iitiol 
gout Tx oplc — ^/o'rtrA^^^er JSr ( utnt'i 

‘ llie atj loof this b lok oiitu oh the ’ 1 1 le; 
at the outset It is a wcUotuoadvitKC 
ou those of Its kind win eh have gono 
btjf n *- ( 4 lasaow Ih aid 

\ ( orrif u ting troatlsu on dlstaso 
The work is not ho imuh ]hilfH, phi as 
prut tk il h< tng d^ signed oh a handhiKik. *0 
d iiucstic nndulno — Lwf' }ioM i om » c 
It certuiily k i d» lautnro fi om the 
nsiiil Htjie, »f Ik oka on lot d >me«tt< tic it 
rnent of dlHciiHi Wo hope this Ixiok 

Will bo read by muij Ixii ary WaxH 


Romantic Biogra«^ 

. T, lltiiioilH Tiifo H> W H DaVEM'^< 
UmLnini? <in(l Hiuh Thinking/* ote. 


\ hook lo roi e r H|;uU of RWliiei 
tiiiuluwi 1 1 Mu >0111 ( hrifhnn Wt, 

Ih un’ n « noii^i to s* t r v^^ry boyiL-, 
Ihr h w) 1 ti, inv foul hold uf tJu* 
sf If i I rid i> I ( 

Hit kiok U a < apltal otie 
W < II w ritton w ell vdnted, wtill got 1 
and wfU iJiuHtrated ~<’;focr(j(i<irt 


' A Ualu and Intclltgihlc Inoidbook 
Tthybuloo vnd home inedinne abroftat 
tie 1 itosl dis< orotic a —^oaliSifUer ^ 

houHO, c sped ill} in tne eouutr^ 
alionl 1 bo wltliout this excblleut hAlla? 
lK)ok —Prrthihire Adv^rtt 0 er ’ 

' It w« ul 1 perhapK lie well foi eufferttaK 
hum mile If h unci of the views so ably ifkal) 
p4 inn I wj n tm r gonoially held by . « 
tin nit He il lut fi H don —Mtomng Ptr^t^ 

V HtiiHihii piiulKtil guide* t>x pbyiijM^ 
wt 11 hcliu in ^ the munt tJ well beiusTWhliN 
is H ) tkiHolj idudtolt SpeHatfir ' 

n L Ixiok dc Horve H to 1»e not mclrgly 
i( al hut stu lied GlT^yav DaVv MdiL 

Wmi SIXTI tN 11 

Crown 8>o , 544 pp , cl jth, be vtlhcl b«)j,rtlH, price tfs, 6d, 

“In Perils Oft. 

phio** Jllu'itTditive of the \d 
^(>RTAD\M^ Aulhoi of ‘PI 

The Autlior is ) drv ht&tonar awiI 
these Btorns of adventurous Jives an amt 
to Iw* popular —S/om Uir ' 

I hr plan is achuirahk — Sre tsman 
hhtion cannot hone 10 nvs' In interest 
the actual dolujpH of these wonderful men 
whose noble Uves arc in ornaincnt to 
humanity --BradjorfKffvrur 

Crown 8vo , .576 pp , tic tb, pruc Oh 6d ; gilt tdgea, 7 ». ? 

Woman’s Work and Worth in GirM 

hood, Maidenhood, and Wifehood With IlintH on 
Culture and Chapters on the Higher Education and Etnplojr'\>' 
men t of Women By W II. port Adams. ^4 

It Is a small thing to Hay that it ib <*< ellent and It is only iustke to vJd that this alt-l^ s 
j iTtant Bubjtct IS dealt wltli In a htv k at ome uiasterly t*nidite charm ng a 

Ah an aid and indteinent to Bell cultuie In gills and i)ure and vine KLipilcnabie w 
this book may lie verj thuruuKbb recoin mentlecl, and deserves a wnlt circviilatloTi 
wnnau <t J{f>i lew ... ^ 

It 18 a noble record of the work of woman and one of tbe very best bocks 

can be placed in the hands of a «lrl '’—Vc/wloifv If orld j. 

120 pp , euriall crown Svo , boards, piico Is , or bound in U(Ah, Is. 6d» ^ 

Self-Help for Women : A Guide tCT 

Business With Practical Directions for Esiablinhing and Oon-' ’ 
ducting Hemunerative Trades and Business Occupations auitablil^^ 
for Women and Girls. By A Woman of Business. ’■ 

'Her shrewd practical hints cannot fail 
to be of value to an increasing class of the 
community, the women who are left to flsbt 
their own way in the world ’’—Echo 


“ A shilUne laid out lo the pmebase 
this httle book will prove a far better la 
ment than the waHte of iNWtage stampa Ifi , 
replying to letters --Afattoner 


London ; John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Eow, £.0. (37) 



iof Dlnstr ated Is. 6d. JnYen fle Books. 

Attractively bound in the Now and Effective Chromatic Style (Four Colours 
and Gold). Crown 8vo., 192 pp., cloth, price la. 6d. each. 

1. little Neighbours in London. A Story for Young 

Headers, By E. C. Ktckakd.s, Autlvoi* of “ A Strange Exhibition,” 
etc. ‘ With IllustratiouB by J. Jellicob. Third Edition. 

2. The Wondrous Tale of Oocky, Olucky, and Oackle. 

Tra nela ted by C. W. JlEfKETHOKy. Illustrated by H.W. Petiierick. 

3- “If Wishes were Horses, Beggars would Ride.” 

A Tale for Young Folk, By M. Skamour, Author of “Little 
Arthur at the Zoo,” etc. Illustrated by K. J.Hkv. Second Edition. 

4. A Strange Exhibition, and other Tales for the 

Young. By E. C’. Hk’KAKds, Author of “Little Neighbours lu 
London,” etc. Illustrated by JI. W. Pktiierkjk. Second Editi(»n. 

6. An Easy Guide to Scripture Animals. Sex 'page 12, 

6. That Boy Jack 1 A Story for Young Folk. By Helen 

H. Rookrs, Author of “An Old World Story.” With IllustratiouB 
' by A. Hitch COCK. Second Edition. 

7. A Living Story; or, The Would-be Authoress. 

.. A Tal<5 for Boys and Girls. By A. W. Wkioiit. With J llustratioua 

by O. L. Thom AH. Second Edition. 

tfi. Bed Herring; or, Allies Little Blue Shoes. A 

i Tale for Young Headers. By Fkanckh AiiM'^rKON’o, Author of 

“Noel and tlooil,” etc. Illustrated by 0. L. Tuoma.s. Second Edition. 

0. Children’s Evergreens. A Selection of Fifteen of the Old 

Favourite Tales, With Fifty Illustrations. Third Edition. 

'10. Noel and Geoflf; or, Three Ohristmas Days. A 

Story for Children. By Francks Armstronu, Author of “Bed 
Herring,” etc. ANdth Illustrations by li. W. rETUEBiCK. 

11. Songs and Poems for Children. Edited by Carrie 

Davenport. With Sixty Illustrations by T. Sidnev' Cooper, R. A., 
J. C. Horsley, R,.V., T.* Webster, H.A., and others. 

, 12. Meg and Olive ; or. Life at the Grey House. By 

M. Rick.ards, Auth<>r nf “ Tin* Boy who was not Wanted.” With 
Illustrations by t>. L. Thoma». 

13. The Boys of Priors Dean. By PntKBE Allen, Author 

of “ TMatchbox t-tc. With Illuhtrutions by li. W. Petherick. 

14. A Tale told by Two. I»y F. Tiddeman, Author of 

“ Prim Story,” etc. Illustrated by O. L. Thom.as. 

^ 16. Up in the Old Pear Tree. A Holiday Story. By S. P. 

Armrtuong, Author of “ Pop and Peggy,” “ Dolly’s Adventures,” etc. 
Illustrated by H. W. Pkthkiuck. 

** Admirably leiaptefl tor row iirds, tlie mmo no as the < 1 ildioi. will .appreciate the works 
on bhoir own merits. Thoir * got up ' unexecptionHble.'’~iJntwA Matt, 

ifar Others in Preparation, 

(28) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster EoW) E.O. 
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ftPBdMKN ILLCHTRATIOS 

From ihf AV/t* I.-*, (id Strif^f for Juv\'AixIk>^. 

» 


tet Diostrated Sing Jnvenile Ms. 

^ - 

*Mtr|M;tively bound m the New and Effective Chromatic Style (Four (flours 
^ and Gold) Small crown 8vo , 128 pp , cloth, price Is each 


1, We Pour Children By M A Hoyir, Author of “A 

Canterbuiy Tile, etc With a 1 n cc b> R J Kry, and otbti 
Illusriabions S( ( oud J diti m 

a> The Ups and Downs of a Sixpence By M Si i mouk, 

Author of “If Wihhtq wtrt. Ifoistn, ok fllustrakd by O T< 

' Thom Third 1 dition 

3. Dolly’s Adventures , or, Happy Days at Cranberry 

i Y\onmi., Auth 1 (f ‘ Pop and I »^^„y tk lllustiatcd by K 1 

Ki ^ Tlunl > diti n 

A. Exiled, or, When Great-Grandmother was Young 

*> C M Ma<Sokih^, V ithoi 1 \ 1 t'W G K)d \VoirnTi tk 

lllustiakd I y O L Thomas Sti nJlditim 

3. Under the Walnut Tree Stones told by the Birds 

j B> T RANCKs \HM*^TKONf Auth F of K 1 ek Illustiikd 

bj II W I’miFKK K a.nd ithtr^ btc Mid 1 lition 

0. Little King I . A Story for Young Readers. By 

^ I^oi js V 1 vin \ Jhiiu I K Author of Tiiintd to (jroll, i tc Illustrated 

bj Osman Thomas S<< ud I diti n 

If. The Fortunes of Ruby, Pearl, and Diamond B> 

iRiNcrs Armsirom Author f “N <1 an l(.itoli itt lllu tiakd 
by V Boi «. HEliic and otluis 1 bird Lditi in 

A Canterbury Tale B\ M A Ho^ riv Autlior ol 

We h( ur ( hil lu n dc lllustr ikd by H 1 \ vns 

0. Father Ohnstmas’s Stories I’<> Loi/I'>l Aiki iiiiti 

lUustrvtecl by I W i i« («i i hin 

10^ Cousin Deb A Sroj^ tor Children By At uf (3!ar 

LAMi Illustiakd b> O Thomas 

111, Black and White An Anglo Indian Story for Children 

li> G KRAI I iNt 1 ITT, \uthor of ‘ Christinaa Roses, ‘ Lslher, etc 
Illusti tted b> H \iuiY 1 \ ANs 

12. The Palace of Ideas By Loi tsf Ann Eilfy, Author 

of “ Fathei (, hri tmas b SL nes Illustrated bv Lobebt Bt xion 

13. Uncle Tom’s Cabin Abridged for Young Readers 

With illustrations 

14. Plucky Rex , or, the Secret of the Mme. A 

Tale of Pengarv in Bay B> I Al Holmi-s, Author of “ Jack Marston a 
Anchor *k With Tlliibti itions b> \\ RaiNhi 

The Lad from London By AscoitK Hope, Author 

of “ Stoueis of Youjitj Adventurers, etc Illustrated by T Coppl^o 

10. Namesakes By MARf.4.RLT IIayc rait. Illubtrated by 

SlDNKl tlLMOBlv 

itST Others in preparation 


** A gh/mpse through ifr. HMg'a ctUalogue ahowa how admaraJbly he ccUera 
fbr the yoMtng of both aexea ,** — Wolvmbhamfton Chboniou. 

(3(1) London John Hogg, 13, ^temostot Bow, £ G. 
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Sma 1 Crown 8 vo , clotii Price i 3 » 6 d. 

COOKERY FOR INVALIDS 
AND OTHERS. 

■ By LIZZIE HERITAGE, 

IMll ( \H UUJ \N I JS \ V J i \I^ I I ^ M 

PRCFACR. CONTENTS 

INTRODUCTJON, General Rule*; lor Invalid Cookery- Con = 
valescenc^j Diabetes - Pre di>;ested Foods Vejretable 
Juites -Remarks copicrning Water, 'Wines, and 5 pirits, 
and Several Kinds of Sweeteneis, etc. 

CHAPILR I. W rinkles lor the Kitchen, concei 11111$^ Foods and 
Methods. 

With) an 111 >11 lia.1111 )n I if [ 1 

CHAPI fcR II. -Rroths, Soups, Meat Essences and .Icllies, Btef 
Teas, etc/ 

WithlMmti ij t 1 ilbii_, Mi’k mi 1 ) unit^Stfik 

CHAPTER III. Fish Dishes. 

With IlinNf 1 th« l(<ti 11 StuHi tnd < kiii^ 1 1 ish, mil for tlu 
P) J Lt itl )I ( I ] 111 ) 's Ull ( s 

CliAPrCk IV. 5 avoiiry Dishes, Meat, F^oultr>, Vegetables, etc. 

With Hiut < u tin iiidii '>‘<1)1,^ t 1 0 1 

CHAPTER V', Cereal Cookei>, Saxoury thuddings, and Eggs. 

Wjfh Jhnis 11 { )t iK ind I 

CHAk TER VI. -Sweet Puddings. 

I I Si\ )ii> PncMin^^, s f Oil util \ 

CHAPTER \ II. Creams and Jellies, Bread and Cakes. 

With IviiJMiI s on (jr<.litun Fiu^liiss, ainl 1 rtail 

CHAPTER VIII. Boeiagcs Hot and Cold, including Cocoa, 
Coffee and T ea. 

With i)uHil\(iiH h \\ I ktij Drinks Co 1 m<l tf t( t Milk 

INDEX. 


“ Thf list ol dishes IS CO} 1 iinl w 11 s^h cU'd, so th it n > lifl ( \ilt} v ill bt 
found in px )\idjn. .xinijJt mvii t\ t ti nipt fastnh >us iippcUUs Tlu author 
Imih not introtlmt d iru artich uhich ii> (.iihcr troubltsouu to protiiro 01 too 
toxptusive for ordmu> households .indslit h\s madt hci diix'stions fci cooking 
and serving p^aiii I nou^h tf lu t isilv foUo\\t<d —ban c 

‘ V book of much jun tic 1 \aliu, c inUmiiiig good dial cf uweful 
instiuctiou <»u thv ‘subject <»t iiu did coukin gtiuiall^ md inmubti of roci|w*8 
suitable foi tho sick looni — UhV 


London : John Hogg, 13, Patornoster Bow, E.O. 








